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PREFACE rO FIRST EDITION OF 
VENETIAN PAINTERS 

The following essay owes its origin to the author’s be- 
lief that Venetian painting is the most complete expression 
in art of the Italian Renaissance. The Renaissance is even 
more important typically than historically. Historically it 
may be looked upon as an age of glory or of shame accord- 
ing to the different views entertained of European events 
during the past five centuries. But typically it stands for 
youth, and youth alone — for intellectual curiosity and 
energy grasping at the whole of life as material which it 
hopes to mould to any shape. 

Every generation has an innate sympathy with some 
epoch of the past wherein it seems to find itself fore- 
shadowed. Science has of late revealed and given much, 
but its revelation and gifts are as nothing to the promise 
it holds out of constant acquisition and perpetual growth 
of everlasting youth. We ourselves, because of our faith in 
science and the power of work, are instinctively in sym- 
pathy with the Renaissance. Our problems do not seem 
so easy to solve, our tasks are more difficult because our 
vision is wider, but the spirit which animates us was anti- 
cipated by the spirit of the Renaissance, and more than 
anticipated. I'hat spirit seems like tlie small rough model 
after which ours is being fashioned. 

Italian painting interests many of us more than the 
painting of any other school not because of its essential 
superiority, but because it expressed the Renaissance; and 
Venetian painting is interesting above all because it was 
at Venice alone that this expression attained perfection. 
Elsewhere, particularly in Florence, it died away before it 
found complete utterance. 

In order to keep the main idea clearly before the mind 
of the reader, to show him how the Renaissance reveals 
itself in Venetian painting, the introduction of anything 
not strictly relevant to the subject has been avoided. The 
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salient points once perceived and connected with the more 
important painters, the reader will find no difficulty in 
seeing the proper place of any given work by a great 
master, or the relative importance of those second- and 
third-rate painters of whom no special mention has been 
made because they are comprised within what has been 
said about the greater artists. 

But happily art is too great and too vital a subject to 
be crowded into any single formula; and a formula that 
would, without distorting our entire view of Italian art in 
the fifteenth century, do full justice to such a painter as 
Carlo Crivelli, does not exist. He takes rank with the 
most genuine artists of all times and countries, and docs 
not weary even when “ great masters ” grow tedious. He 
expresses with the freedom and spirit of Japanese design 
a piety as wild and tender as Jacopo da Todi’s, a sweetness 
of emotion as sincere and dainty as of a Virgin and Child 
carved in ivory by a French craftsman of the fourteenth 
century. The mystic beauty of Simone Hartini, the agon- 
ized compassion of the young Bellini, are embodied by 
Crivelli in forms which have the strength of line and the 
metallic lustre of old Satsurna or lacquer, and which are 
no less tempting to the touch. Crivelli must be treated by 
himself and as the product of stationary, if not reactionary, 
conditions. Flaving lived most of his life far away from 
the main currents of culture, in a province where St. 
Bernardino had been spending his last energies in the 
endeavour to call the world back to the ideals of an 
infantile civilisation, Crivelli does not belong to a move- 
ment of constant progress, and therefore is not within the 
scope of this worL 


B. B. 
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THE VENETIAN 
PAINTERS 

I 

Among tke Italian schools of painting the Venetian has, 
for the majority of art-loving people, the strongest and 
most enduring attraction. In the course of the present 
brief account of the life of that school wc shall perhaps 
discover some of the causes of our peculiar delight and 
interest in the Venetian painters, as we come to realise 
what tendencies of the human spirit their art embodied, 
and of what great consequence their example has been to 
the whole of European painting for the last three centuries. 

The Venetians as a school were from the first endowed 
with exquisite tact in their use of colour. Seldom cold and 
rarely too warm, their colouring never seems an after- 
thought, as in many of the Florentine painters, nor is it 
always suggesting paint, as in some of the Veronese 
masters. When the eye has grown accustomed to make 
allowance for the darkening caused by time, for the dirt 
that lies in layers on so many pictures, and for unsuccess- 
ful attempts at restoration, the better Venetian paintings 
present such harmony of intention and execution as dis- 
tinguishes the highest achievements of genuine poets. 
Their mastery over colour is the first thing that attracts 
most people to the painters of Venice. Their colouring 
not only gives direct pleasure to the eye, but acts like music 
upon the moods, stimulating thought and memory in 
much the same way as a work by a great composer. 
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II 

The Church from the first took account of the influence 
of colour as well as of music upon the emotions. From the 
earliest times it employed mosaic and painting to enforce 
its dogmas and relate its legends, not merely because this 
was the only means of reaching people who could neither 
read nor write, but also because it instructed them in a 
way which, far from leading to critical inquiry, was pecu- 
liarly capable of being used as an indirect stimulus to 
moods of devotion and contrition. Next to the finest 
mosaics of the first centuries, the early works of Giovanni 
Bellini, the greatest Venetian master of the fifteenth cen- 
tury, best fulfil this religious intention. Painting had in 
his lifetime reached a point where the difficulties of tech- 
nique no longer stood in the way of the expression of pro- 
found emotion. No one can look at Bellini’s picture of the 
Dead Christ upheld by the Virgin or angels without being 
put into a mood of deep contrition, nor at his earlier 
Madonnas without a thrill of awe and reverence. And 
Giovanni Bellini does not stand alone. His contemporaries, 
Gentile Bellini, the Vivarini, Grivelli, and Cima da Cone- 
gliano all began by painting in the same spirit, and pro- 
duced almost the same effect. 

T he Church, however, thus having educated people to 
understand painting as a language and to look to it for 
the expression of their sincerest feelings, could not hope 
to keep it always confined to the channel of religious 
emotion. People began to feel the need of painting as 
something that entered into their everyday lives almost as 
much as we nowadays feel the need of the newspaper; 
nor was this unnatural, considering that, until the inven- 
tion of printing, painting was the only way, apart from 
direct speech, of conveying ideas to the masses. At about 
the time when Bellini and his contemporaries were attain- 
ing maturity, the Renaissance had ceased to be a move- 
ment carried on by scholars and poets alone. It had 
become sufficiently widespread to seek popular as well as 
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literary utterance, and thus, towards the end of the fif- 
teenth century, it naturally turned to painting, a vehicle 
of expression which the Church, after a thousand years of 
use, had made familiar and beloved. 

To understand the Renaissance at the time when its 
spirit began to find complete embodiment in painting, a 
brief survey of the movement of thought in Italy during 
its earlier period is necessary, because only when that 
movement had reached a certain point did painting come 
to be its most natural medium of expression. 


Ill 

The thousand years that elapsed between the triumph of 
Christianity and the middle of the fourteenth century have 
been not inaptly compared to the first fifteen or sixteen 
years in the life of the individual. Whether full of sorrows 
or joys, of storms or peace, these early years are chiefly 
characterised by tutelage and unconsciousness of person- 
ality. But towards tlie end of the fourteenth century some- 
thing happened in Europe that happens in the lives of all 
gifted individuals. There was an awakening to the sense 
of personality. Although it was felt to a greater or less 
degree everywhere, Italy felt the awakening earlier than 
the rest of Europe, and felt it far more strongly. Its first 
manifestation was a boundless and insatiable curiosity, 
urging people to find out all they could about the world 
and about man. They turned eagerly to the study of 
classic literature and ancient monuments, because these 
gave the key to what seemed an immense storehouse of 
forgotten knowledge; they were in fact led to antiquity by 
the same impulse which, a little later, brought about the 
invention of the printing-press and the discovery of 
America. 

The first consequence of a return to classical literature 
was the worship of human greatness, Roman literature, 
which the Italians naturally mastered much earlier than 
Greek, dealt chiefly with politics and war, seeming to give 
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an altogether disproportionate place to the individual, 
because it treated only of such individuals as were con- 
cerned in great events. It is but a step from realising the 
greatness of an event to believing that the persons con- 
cerned in it were equally great, and this belief, fostered 
by the somewhat rhetorical literature of Rome, met the 
new consciousness of personality more than half-way, and 
led to that unlimited admiration for human genius and 
achievement which was so prominent a feature of the 
early Renaissance. 7’he two tendencies reacted upon each 
other. Roman literature stimulated the admiration for 
genius, and this admiration in turn reinforced the interest 
in that period of the world’s history when genius was sup- 
posed to be the rule rather than the exception; that is to 
say, it reinforced the interest in antiquity. 

The spirit of discovery, the never satisfied curiosity of 
this time, led to the study of ancient art as well as of 
ancient literature, and the love of antiquity led to the 
imitation of its buildings and statues as well as of its books 
and poems. Until comparatively recent times scarcely any 
ancient paintings were found, although buildings and 
statues were everywhere to be seen, the moment anyone 
seriously thought of looking at them. The result was that 
while the architecture and sculpture of the Renaissance 
were directly and strongly influenced by antiquity, painting 
felt its influence only in so far as the study of antiquity in 
the other arts had conduced to better draughtsmanship 
and purer taste. The spirit of discovery could thus show 
itself only indirectly in painting — only in so far as it led 
painters to the gradual perfection of the technical means 
of their craft. 

Unlimited admiration for genius and wonder that the 
personalities of antiquity shotild have survived with their 
great names in no way diminished, soon had two conse- 
quences. One was love of glory, and the other the patron- 
age of those arts which were supposed to hand down a 
glorious name undiminished to posterity. The glory of 
old Rome had come down through poets and historians, 
architects and sculptors, and the Italians, feeling that the 
same means might be used to hand down the achievements 
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of their own time to as distant a posterity, made a new 
religion of glory, with poets and artists for the priests. At 
first the new priesthood was confined almost entirely to 
writers, but in little more than a generation architects and 
sculptors began to have their part. The passion for build- 
ing is in itself one of the most instinctive, and a man’s 
name and armorial bearings, tastefully but prominently 
displayed upon a church or palace, were as likely, it was 
felt, to hand him down to posterity as the praise of poets 
or historians. It was the passion for glory, in reality, 
rather than any love of beauty, that gave the first impulse 
to the patronage of the arts in the Renaissance. Beauty 
was the concern of the artists, although no doubt their 
patrons were well aware that the more impressive a build- 
ing was, the more beautiful a monument, the more likely 
was it to be admired, and the more likely were their names 
to reach posterity, 'rheir instincts did not mislead them, 
for where their real achievements would have tempted 
only the specialist or antiquarian into a study of their 
career, the buildings and monuments put up by them — by 
such princes as Sigismondo Malatesta, Frederick of Ur- 
bino, or Alfonzo of Naples — have made the whole intel- 
ligent public believe that they were really as great as they 
wished posterity to believe them. 

As painting had done nothing whatever to transmit the 
glory of the great Romans, the earlier generations of the 
Renaissance expected nothing from it, and did not give it 
that patronage which the Church, for its own purposes, 
continued to hold out to it. The Renaissance began to 
make especial use of painting only when its own spirit 
had spread very widely, and when the love of knowledge, 
of power, and of glory had ceased to be the only recog- 
nised passions, and when, following the lead of the Church, 
people began to turn to painting for the expression of deep 
emotion. The new religion, as I have called the love of 
glory, is in its very essence a thing of this world, founded 
as it is on human esteem. The boundless curiosity of the 
Renaissance led back inevitably to an interest in life and 
to an acceptance of things for what they were — for their 
intrinsic quality. The moment people stopped looking 
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fixedly towards heaven their eyes fell upon the earth, and 
they began to see much on its surface that was pleasant. 
Their own faces and figures must have struck them as 
surprisingly interesting, and, considering how little St. 
Bernard and other medieval saints and doctors had led 
them to expect, singularly beautiful. A new feeling arose 
that mere living was a big part of life, and with it came a 
new passion, the passion for beauty, for grace, and for 
comeliness. 

It has already been suggested that the Renaissance was 
a period in the history of modern Europe comparable to 
youth in the life of the individual. It had all youth’s love 
of finery and of play. The more people were imbued with 
the new spirit, the more they loved pageants. The pageant 
was an outlet for many of the dominant passions of the 
time, for there a man could display all the finery he 
pleased, satisfy his* love of antiquity by masquerading as 
Caesar or Hannibal, his love of knowledge by finding out 
how the Romans dressed and rode in triumpli, his love of 
glory by the display of wealth and skill in the management 
of the ceremony, and, above all, his love of feeling himself 
alive. Solemn writers have not disdained to describe to 
the minutest details many of the pageants which they 
witnessed. 

We have seen that the earlier elements of the Renais- 
sance, the passion for knowledge and glory, were not of 
the kind to give a new impulse to painting. Nor was the 
passion for antiquity at all so direct an inspiration to that 
art as it was to architecture and sculpture. The love of 
glory had, it is true, led such as could not afford to put 
up monumental buildings, to decorate chapels with fres- 
coes in which their portraits were timidly introduced. But 
it was only when the Renaissance had attained to a full 
consciousness of its interest in life and enjoyment of the 
world that it naturally turned, and indeed was forced to 
turn, to painting; for it is obvious that painting is pecu- 
liarly fitted for rendering the appearances of things with a 
glow of light and richness of colour that correspond to 
warm human emotions. 
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IV 

When it once reached the point where its view of the 
world naturally sought expression in painting, as religious 
ideas had done before, the Renaissance found in Venice 
clearer utterance than elsewhere, and it is perhaps this 
fact which makes the most abiding interest of Venetian 
painting. It is at this point that we shall take it up. 

The growing delight in life with the consequent love of 
health, beauty, and joy were felt more powerfully in 
Venice than anywhere else in Italy. The explanation of 
this may be found in the character of the Venetian govern- 
ment which was such that it gave little room for the 
satisfaction of the passion for personal glory, and kept its 
citizens so busy in duties of state that they had small 
leisure for learning. Some of the chief pas.sions of the 
Renaissance thus finding no outlet in Venice, the other 
passions insisted all the more on being satisfied. Venice, 
moreover, was the only slate in Italy which was enjoying, 
and for many generations had been enjoying, internal 
peace. This gave the Venetians a love of comfort, of ease, 
and of splendour, a refinement of manner, and humaneness 
of feeling, which made them the first modern people in 
Europe. Since there was little room for personal glory in 
Venice, the perpetuators of glory, the Humanists, found 
at first scant encouragement there, and the Venetians 
were saved from that absorption in archaeology and pure 
.science which overwhelmed Florence at an early date. This 
was not necessarily an advantage in itself, but it happened 
to suit Venice, where the conditions of life had for some 
time been such as to build up a love of beautiful things. 
As it was, the feeling for beauty was not hindered in its 
natural development. Archaeology would have tried to 
submit it to the good taste of the past, a proceeding which 
rarely promotes good taste in the present. Too much 
archaeology and too much science might have ended in 
making Venetian art academic, instead of letting it become 
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what it did, the product of a natural ripening of interest in 
life and love of pleasure. In Florence, it is true, painting 
had developed almost simultaneously with the other arts, 
and it may be due to this cause that the Florentine painters 
never quite realised what a different task from the archi- 
tect’s and sculptor’s was theirs. At the time, therefore, 
when the Renaissance was beginning to find its best ex- 
pression in painting, the I'lorentines were already too much 
attached to classical ideals of form and composition, in 
other words, too academic, to give embodiment to the 
throbbing feeling for life and pleasure. 

Thus it came to pass that in the Venetian pictures of 
the end of the fifteenth century we find neither the contri- 
tion nor the devotion of those earlier years when the 
Church alone employed painting as the interpreter of 
emotion, nor the learning which characterised the Floren- 
tines. The Venetian masters of this time, although nomin- 
ally continuing to paint the Madonna and saints, were in 
reality painting handsome, healthy, sane people like them- 
selves, people who wore their splendid robes with dignity, 
who found life worth the mere living and sought no meta- 
physical basis for it. In short, the Venetian pictures of the 
last decade of the century seemed intended not for devo- 
tion, as they had been, nor for admiration, as they then 
were in Florence, but for enjoyment. 

I'he Church itself, as has been said, had educated its 
children to understand painting as a language. Now that 
the passions men dared to avow were no longer connected 
with happiness in some future state only, but mainly with 
life in the present, painting was expected to give voice to 
these more human aspirations and to desert the outgrown 
ideals of the Church. In Florence, the painters seemed 
unable or unwilling to make their art really popular. Nor 
was it so necessary there, for Poliziano, Pulci, and Lorenzo 
dei Medici supplied the need of self-expression by address- 
ing the Florentines in the language which their early 
enthusiasm for antiquity and their natural gifts had made 
them understand better than any other — the language of 
poetry. In Venice alone jiainting remained what it had 
been all over Italy in earlier times, the common tongue of 
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the whole mass of the people. Venetian artists thus had 
the strongest inducements to perfect the processes which 
painters must employ to make pictures look real to their 
own generation; and their generation had an altogether 
firmer hold on reality than any that had been known 
since tlie triumph of Christianity. Here again the com- 
parison of the Renaissance to youth must be borne in 
mind. The grasp that youth has on reality is not to be 
compared to that brought by age, and we must not expect 
to find in the Renaissance a passion for an acquaintance 
with things as they are such as wc ourselves have; but 
still its grasp of facts was far firmer than that of the 
Middle Ages. 

Painting, in accommodating itself to the new ideas, 
found that it could not attain to satisfactory representa- 
tion merely by form and colour, but that it rec|uired light 
and shadow and effects of space. Indeed, venial faults of 
drawing are perhaps the least disturl)ing, while faults of 
perspective, of sjiacing, and of colour completely spoil a 
picture for people who have an everyday acquaintance 
with painting such as the Wmetians had. We find the 
Venetian painters, therefore, more and more intent upon 
giving the space they paint its real depth, upon giving 
solid objects the full eff ect of the round, upon keeping the 
different parts of a figure w^ithin the same plane, and upon 
compelling things to hold their proper [ilaces one behind 
the other. As early as the beginning of the sixteenth cen- 
tury a few of the greater Venetian painters had succeeded 
in making distant objects less and less distinct, as well as 
smaller and smaller, and had succt^eded also in giving 
some appearance of reality to the atmosphere. These are 
a few of the special problems of painting, as distinct from 
sculpture for instance, and they are problems which, 
among the Italians, only the Venetians and the painters 
closely connected with them solved with any succesar. 


I.KR. 
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V 

The painters of the end of the fifteenth century who 
met with the greatest success in solving these problems 
were Giovanni and Gentile Bellini, Gima da Gonegliano, 
and Carpaccio, and we find each of them enjoyable to the 
degree that he was in touch with the life of his day. I 
have already spoken of pageants and of how characteristic 
they were of the Renaissance, forming as they did a sort 
of safety-valve for its chief passions. Venice, too, knew the 
love of glory, and the passion was perhaps only the more 
intense because it was all dedicated to the State. There 
was nothing the Venetians would not do to add to its 
greatness, glory, and splendour. It was this which led them 
to make of the city itself that wondrous monument to the 
love and awe they felt for their Republic, which still 
rouses more admiration and gives more pleasure than any 
other one achievement of the art-impulse in man. They 
were not content to make their city the most beautiful in 
the world; they performed ceremonies in its honour par- 
taking of all the solemnity of religious rites. Processions 
and pageants by land and by sea, free from that gross 
clement of improvisation which characterised them else- 
where in Italy, formed no less a part of the functions of the 
Venetian State than the High Mass in the Catholic 
Church. Such a function, with Doge and Senators arrayed 
in gorgeous costumes no less prescribed than the raiments 
of ecclesiastics, in the midst of the fairy-like architecture of 
the Piazza or canals, was the event most eagerly looked 
forward to, and the one that gave most satisfaction to the 
Venetian’s love of his State, and to his love of splendour, 
beauty, and gaiety. He would have had them every day if 
it were possible, and, to make up for their rarity, he loved 
to have representations of them. So most Venetian pictures 
of the beginning of the sixteenth century tended to take 
the form of magnificent processions, if they did not actually 
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represent them. I’hey are processions in the Piazza, as in 
Gentile Bellini’s “Corpus Christi” picture, or on the 
water, as in Carpaccio’s picture where St. Ursula leaves 
her home; or they represent what was a gorgeous but 
common sight in Venice, the reception or dismissal of 
ambassadors, as in several pictures of Carpaccio’s St. 
Ursula series; or they show simply a collection of splen- 
didly costumed people in the Piazza, as in Gentile’s 
“ Preaching of St. Mark.” Not only the pleasure-loving 
Carpaccio, but the austere Cima, as he grew older, turned 
every biblical and saintly legend into an occasion for the 
picture of a pageant. 

But there was a further reason for the popularity of such 
pictures. The decorations which were then being executed 
by the most reputed masters in the Hall of Great Council 
in the Doge’s Palace, were, by the nature of the subject, 
required to represent pageants. The Venetian State en- 
couraged painting as did the Church, in order to teach its 
subjects its own glory in a way that they could understand 
without being led on to critical inquiry. Venice was not 
the only city, it is true, that used painting for political 
purposes; but the frescoes of Lorenzetti at Siena were 
admonitions to govern in accordance with the Catechism, 
while the pictures in the Great Hall of the Doge’s Palace 
were of a nature to remind the Venetians of their glory 
and also of their state policy. These mural paintings re- 
presented such subjects as the Doge bringing about a re- 
conciliation between the Pope and the Emperor Barbar- 
ossa, an event which marked the first entry of Venice into 
the field of Continental politics, and typified as well its 
unchanging policy, which was to gain its own ends by 
keeping a balance of power between the allies of the Pope 
and the allies of his opponents. The first edition, so to 
speak, of these works had been executed at the end of the 
fourteenth century and in the beginning of the fifteenth. 
Towards the end of that century it no longer satisfied the 
new feeling for reality and beauty, and thus had ceased to 
serve its purpose, which was to glorify the State. The 
Bellini, Alvise Vivarini, and Carpaccio were employed to 
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make a second rendering of the very same subjects, and 
this gave the Venetians ample opportunity for finding out 
how much they liked pageant pictures. 

It is curious to note here that at the same time Florence 
also commissioned its greatest painters to execute works 
for its Council Hall, but left them practically free to 
choose their own subjects. Michelangelo chose for his 
theme “ The Florentines while Bathing Surprised by the 
Pisans,” and Leonardo “The Battle of the Standard.” 
Neither of these was intended in the first place to glorify 
the F'lorentine Republic, but rather to give scope to the 
painter’s genius, Michelangelo’s for the treatment of the 
nude, Leonardo’s for movement and animation. Each, 
having given scope to fiis peculiar talents in his cartoon, 
had no further interest, and neither of the undertakings 
was ever completed. Nor do we hear that the Florentine 
councillors enjoyed the cartoons, which were instantly 
snatched up by students who turned the hall containing 
them into an academy. 


VI 

It does not a{)pear that the Hall of Great Council in 
Venice was turned into a students’ academy, and, although 
the paintings there doubtless gave a decided incentive to 
artists, their effect upon the public, for whom they were 
designed, was even greater. 7’he councillors were not 
allowed to be the only people to enjoy fascinating pictures 
of gorgeous pageants and ceremonials. The Mutual Aid 
Societies — the Schools, as tliey were called — were not long 
in getting the masters who were employed in the Doge’s 
Palace to execute for their own meeting-places pictures 
equally splendid. The Schools of San Giorgio, Sant’ 
Ursula, and Santo Stefano, employed Carpaccio, the 
Schools of San Giovanni and San Marco, Gentile Bellini, 
and other Schools employed minor painters. The works 
carried out for these Schools are of peculiar importance, 
both because they are all that remain to throw light upon 
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the pictures in the Doge’s Palace destroyed in the fire of 
1576, and because they form a transition to the art of a 
later day. Just as the State chose subjects that glorified 
itself and taught its own history and policy, so the Schools 
had pictures painted to glorify their patron saints, and to 
keep their deeds and example fresh. Many of these pic- 
tures — most in fact — took the form of pageants; but even 
in such, intended as they were for almost domestic pur- 
poses, the style of high ceremonial was relaxed, and ele- 
ments taken directly from life were introduced. In his 
“ Corpus Christi,” Gentile Bellini paints not only the 
solemn and dazzling procession in the Piazza, but the ele- 
gant young men who strut about in all their finery, the 
foreign loungers, and even the unfailing beggar by the 
portal of St. Mark’s. In his “ Miracle of the True Gross,” 
he introduces gondoliers, taking care to bring out all the 
beauty of their lithe, comely figures as they stand to ply the 
oar, and does not reject even such an episode as a serving- 
maid standing in a doorvt'ay watching a negro who is about 
to plunge into the canal. He treats this bit of the picture 
with all the charm and much of that delicate feeling for 
simple effects of light and colour that we find in such 
Dutch painters as Vermeer van Delft and Peter de Hoogh. 

Episodes such as this in the works of the earliest great 
Venetian master must have acted on the public like a spark 
on tinder. They certainly found a sudden and assured 
popularity, for they play a more and more important 
part in the pictures executed for the Schools, many of the 
subjects of which were readily turned into studies of 
ordinary Venetian life. This was particularly true of the 
works of Garpaccio. Much as he loved pageants, he loved 
homelier scenes as well. His “ Dream of St. Ursula ” shows 
us a young girl asleep in a room filled with the quiet 
morning light. Indeed, it may be better described as the 
picture of a room with the light playing softly upon its 
walls, upon the flower-pots in the window, and upon the 
writing-table and the cupboards. A young girl happens to 
be asleep in the bed, but the picture is far from being a 
merely economic illustration to this episode in the life of the 
saint. Again, let us take the work in the same series where 
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King Maure dismisses the ambassadors. Carpaccio has 
made this a scene of a chancellery in which the most strik- 
ing features are neither the king nor the ambassadors, but 
the effect of the light that streams through a side door on 
the left and a poor clerk labouring at his task. Or, again, 
take St. Jerome in his study, in the Scuola di San Giorgio. 
He is nothing but a Venetian scholar seated in his comfort- 
able, bright libraiy', in the midst of his books, with his 
little shelf of bric-a-brac running along the wall. There is 
nothing in his look or surroundings to speak of a life of 
self-denial or of arduous devotion to the problems of sin 
and redemption. Even the “ Presentation of the Virgin,” 
which offered such a splendid chance for a pageant, 
Carpaccio, in one instance, turned into the picture of a 
simple girl going to her first communion. In other words, 
Carpaccio’s quality is the quality of a painter of genre, of 
which he was the earliest Italian master. His genre dif- 
fers from Dutch or French not in kind but in degree. 
Dutch genre is much more democratic, and, as painting, it 
is of a far finer quality, but it deals with its subject, as 
Carpaccio does, for the sake of its own pictorial capacities 
and for the sake of the effects of colour and of light and 
shade. 


VII 

At the beginning of the Renaissance, painting was almost 
wholly confined to the Church. From the Church it ex- 
tended to the Council Hall, and thence to the Schools. 
There it rapidly developed into an art which had no higher 
aim than painting the sumptuous life of the aristocracy. 
When it had reached this point, there was no reason what- 
ever why it should not begin to grace the dwellings of all 
well-to-do people. 

In the sixteenth century painting was not looked upon 
with the estranging reverence paid to it now. It was almost 
as cheap as printing has become since, and almost as much 
employed. When the Venetians had attained the point of 
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culture where they were able to differentiate their sensa- 
tions and distinguish pleasure from edification, they found 
that painting gave them decided pleasure. Why should 
they always have to go to the Doge’s Palace or to some 
School to enjoy this pleasure? That would have been no 
less a hardship than for us never to hear music outside of 
a concert-room. This is no merely rhetorical comparison, 
for in the life of the Venetian of the sixteenth century 
painting took much the same place that music takes in 
ours. He no longer expected it to tell him stories or to 
teach him the Catechism. Printed books, which were be- 
ginning to grow common, amply satisfied both these needs. 
He had as a rule very little personal religion, and conse- 
quently did not care for pictures that moved him to con- 
trition or devotion. He preferred to have some pleasantly 
coloured thing that would put him into a mood connected 
with the side of life he most enjoyed — with refined merry- 
making, with country parties, or with tlic sweet dreams of 
youth. Venetian painting alone among Italian schools 
was ready to satisfy such a demand, and it thus became 
the first genuinely modern art : for the most vital differ- 
ence that can be indicated between the arts in antiquity 
and modern times is this — that now the arts tend to ad- 
dress themselves more and more to the actual needs of 
men, while in olden times they were supposed to serve 
some more than human purpose. 

The pictures required for a house were naturally of a 
different kind from those suited to the Council Hall or the 
School, where large paintings, which could be filled with 
many figures, were in place. For the house smaller pictures 
were necessary, such as could easily be carried about. The 
mere dimensions, therefore, excluded pageants, but, in any 
case, the pageant was too formal a subject to suit all 
moods — too much like a brass band always playing in the 
room. The easel picture had to be without too definite a 
subject, and could no more permit being translated into 
words than a sonata. Some of Giovanni Bellini’s late works 
are already of this kind. They are full of that subtle, 
refined poetry which can be expressed in form and 
colour alone. But they were a little too austere in form, a 
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little too sober in colour, for the gay, care-free youth of 
the time. Carpaccio does not seem to have painted many 
easel pictures, although his brilliancy, his delightful fancy, 
his love of colour, and his gaiety of humour would have 
fitted him admirably for this kind of painting. But Gior- 
gione, the follower of both these masters, starting with the 
qualities of both as his inheritance, combined the refined 
feeling and poetry of Bellini with Carpaccio’s gaiety and 
love of beauty and colour. Stirred with the enthusiasms of 
his own generation as people who had lived through other 
phases of feeling could not be, Giorgione painted pictures 
so perfectly in touch with the ripened spirit of the Renais- 
sance that they met with the success which those things 
only find that at the same moment wake us to the full sense 
of a need and satisfy it. 

Giorgione’s life was short, and ver}' few of his works — 
not a score in all — have escaped destruction. But these 
suffice to give us a glimpse into that brief moment when 
the Renaissance found its most genuine expression in 
painting. Its over-boisterous pa.ssions had quieted down 
into a sincere appreciation of beauty and of human rela- 
tions. It would be really hard to say more about Giorgione 
than this, that his pictures are the perfect reflex of the 
Renaissance at its height. His works, as well as those of 
his contemporaries and followers, still continue to be 
appreciated most by people whose attitude of mind and 
spirit has most in common with the Renaissance, or by 
those who look upon Italian art not merely as art, but as 
the product of this period. For that is its greatest interest. 
Other schools have accomplished much more in mere 
painting than the Italian. A serious student of art will 
scarcely think of putting many of even the highest achieve- 
ments of the Italians, considered purely as technique, 
beside the work of the great Dutchmen, the great 
Spaniard, or even the masters of to-day. Our real interest 
in Italian painting is at bottom an interest in that art 
which we almost instinctively feel to have been the fittest 
expression found by a period in the history of modem 
Europe which has much in common with youth. The 
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Renaissance has the fascination of those years when wc 
seemed so full of promise both to ourselves and to every- 
body else. 


VIII 

Giorgione created a demand which other painters were 
forced to supply at the risk of finding no favour. The older 
painters accommodated themselves as best they could. 
One of them indeed, turning towards the new in a way 
that is full of singular charm, gave his later works all the 
beauty and softness of the first spring days in Italy. 
Upon hearing the title of one of Catena’s works in the 
National Gallery, “ A Warrior Adoring the Infant Christ,” 
who could imagine what a treat the picture itself had in 
store for him? It is a fragrant summer landscape enjoyed 
by a few quiet people, one of whom, in armour, with the 
glamour of the Orient about him, kneels at the Virgin’s 
feet, while a romantic young page holds his horse’s bridle. 
I mention this picture in particular because it is so acces- 
sible, and so good an instance of the Giorgionesque way of 
treating a subject; not for the story, nor for the display 
of skill, nor for the obvious feeling, but for the lovely 
landscape, for the effects of light and colour, and for the 
sweetness of human relations. Giorgione’s altar-piece at 
Castelfranco is treated in precisely the same spirit, but 
with far more genius. 

The young painters had no chance at all unless they 
undertook at once to furnish pictures in Giorgione’s style. 
But before we can appreciate all that the younger men 
were called upon to do, we must turn to the consideration 
of that most wonderful product of the Renaissance and 
of the painter’s craft — the Portrait. 



26 


THE PORTRAIT 


IX 

The longing for the perpetuation of one’s fame, which has 
already been mentioned several times as one of the chief 
passions of the Renaissance, brought with it the more 
universal desire to hand down the memory of one’s face 
and figure. The surest way to accomplish this end seemed 
to be the one which had proved successful in the case of the 
great Romans, whose effigies were growing more and more 
familiar as new busts and medals were dug up. The earlier 
generations of the Renaissance relied therefore on the 
sculptor and the medallist to hand down their features to 
an interested posterity. These artists were ready for their 
task. The mere materials gave them solidity, an efl'ect so 
hard to get in painting. At the same time, nothing was 
expected from them except that they should mould the 
material into the desired shape. No setting was required 
and no colour. Their art on this account alone would 
naturally have been the earliest to reach fruition. But 
over and above this, sculptors and medallists had the direct 
inspiration of antique models, and through the study of 
these they were at an early date brought in contact with 
the tendencies of the Renaissance. The passion then pre- 
vailing for pronounced types, and the spirit of analysis 
this produced, forced them to such patient study of the face 
as would enable them to give the features that look of 
belonging to one consistent whole which we call character. 
7’hus, at a time when painters had not yet learned to dis- 
tinguish between one face and another, Donatello was 
carving busts which remain unrivalled as studies of char- 
acter, and Pisanello was casting bronze and silver medals 
which are among the greatest claims to renown of those 
whose effigies they bear. 

Donatello’s bust of Niccolo d’U 2 a:ano shows clearly, 
nevertheless, that the Renaissance could not long remain 
satisfied with the sculptured portrait. It is coloured like 
nature, and succeeds so well in producing for an instant 
the effect of actual life as to seem uncanny the next 
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moment. Donatello’s contemporaries must have had the 
same impression, for busts of this kind are but few. Yet 
these few prove that the element of colour had to be 
included before the satisfactory portrait was found : in 
other words, that painting and not sculpture was to be the 
portrait-art of the Renaissance. 

The most creative sculptor of the earlier Renaissance 
was not the only artist who felt the need of colour in 
portraiture. Vittore Pisano, the gi'cattist medallist of this 
or any age, felt it quite as keenly, and being a painter as 
well, he was among the first to turn this art to portraiture. 
In his day, however, painting was still too undeveloped an 
art for the portrait not to lose in character what it gained 
in a more lifelike colouring, and the two of Pisanello's 
portraits which still exist are profiles much inferior to his 
best medals, seeming indeed to be enlargements of them 
rather than original studies from life. 

It was only in the next generation, when the attention 
of painters themselves was powerfully concentrated upon 
the reproduction of strongly pronounced types of human- 
ity, that tliey began to make portraits as full of life and 
energy as Donatello’s busts of the previous period. Even 
tlicn, however, the full face was rarely attempted, and it 
was only in the beginning of the sixteenth century that 
full-face portraits began to be common. The earliest strik- 
ing achievement of this sort, Mantegna’s head of Cardinal 
Scarampo (now in Berlin) was not the kind to find favour 
in Venice. The full-face likeness of this wolf in sheep’s 
clothing brought out the workings of the self-seeking, 
cynical spirit within too clearly not to have revolted the 
Venetians, who looked upon all such qualities as impious 
in the individual because they were the strict monopoly of 
the State. In the portraits of Doges which decorated the 
frieze of its great Council Hall, Venice wanted the effigies 
of functionaries entirely devoted to the State, and not of 
great personalities, and the profile lent itself more readily 
to the omission of purely individual traits. 

It is significant that Venice was the first state which 
made a business of preserving the portraits of its chief 
rulers. Those which Gentile and Giovanni Bellini executed 
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for this end must have had no less influence on portraiture 
than their mural paintings in the same Hall had on other 
branches of the art. But the State was not satisfied with 
leaving records of its glory in the Ducal Palace alone. The 
Church and the saints were impressed for the same pur- 
pose — ^happily for us, for while the portraits in the Great 
Hall have perished, several altar-pieces still preserve to us 
the likenesses of some of the Doges. 

Early in the sixteenth century, when people began to 
want pictures in their own homes as well as in their public 
halls, personal and religious motives combined to dictate 
the choice of subjects. In the minds of many, painting, 
although a very familiar art, was too much connected 
with solemn religious rites and with state ceremonies to be 
used at once for ends of personal pleasure. So landscape 
had to slide in under the patronage of St. Jerome; while 
romantic biblical episodes, like the “ Finding of Moses,” 
or the “ Judgement of Solomon,” gave an excuse for 
genre, and the portrait crept in half hidden under the 
mantle of a patron saint. Its position once secure, how- 
ever, the portrait took no time to cast off all tutelage, and 
to declare itself one of the most attractive subjects possible. 
Over and above the obvious satisfaction afforded by a like- 
ness, the portrait had to give pleasure to the eye, and to 
produce those agreeable moods which were expected from 
all other paintings in Giorgione’s time. Portraits like that 
of Scarampo arc scarcely less hard to live with than such 
a person liimself must have been. They tyrannize rather 
than soothe and please. But Giorgione and his immediate 
followers painted men and women whose very look leads 
one to think of sympathetic friends, people whose features 
are pleasantly rounded, whose raiment seems soft to touch, 
whose surroundings call up the memory of sweet land- 
scapes and refreshing breezes. In fact, in these portraits 
the least apparent object was the likeness, the real purpose 
being to please the eye and to turn the mind toward pleas- 
ant themes. This no doubt helps to account for the great 
popularity of portraits in Venice during the sixteenth 
century. Their number, as we shall see, only grows larger 
as the century advances. 
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X 

Giorgione’s followers had only to exploit the vein their 
master hit upon to find cimple remuneration. Each, to be 
sure, brought a distinct personality into play, but the 
demand for the Giorgionesque article, if one may be 
allowed the phrase, was too strong to permit of much de- 
viation. It no longer mattered what the picture was to 
represent or where it was going to be placed; the treat- 
ment had to be always bright, romantic, and joyous. 
Many artists still confined themselves to painting ecclesias- 
tical subjects chiefly, but even among these, such painters 
as Lotto and Palma, for example, are fully as Giorgion- 
esque as Titian, Bonifazio, or Paris Bordonc. 

Titian, in spite of a sturdier, less refined nature, did 
nothing for a generation after Giorgione’s death but work 
on his lines. A difference in quality between the two 
masters shows itself from the first, but the spirit that ani- 
mated each is identical. I’he pictures Titian was painting 
ten years after his companion’s death have not only many 
of the qualities of Giorgiorie’s, but something more, as if 
done by an older Giorgione, with better possession of him- 
self, and with a larger and firmer hold on the world. At 
the same time, they show no diminution of spontaneous 
joy in life, and even an increased sense of its value and 
dignity. What an array of masterpieces might be brought 
to witness ! In the “ Assumption,” for example, the Virgin 
soars heavenward, not helpless in the arms of angels, but 
borne up by the fullness of life within her, and by the 
feeling that the universe is naturally her own, and that 
nothing can check her course. The angels seem to be 
there only to sing the victory of a human being over his 
environment. They are embodied joys, acting on our 
nerves like the rapturous outburst of the orchestra at the 
end of “ Parsifal.” Or look at the “ Bacchanals ” in 
Madrid, or at the “ Bacchus and Ariadne ” in the National 
Gallery. How brim-full they are of exuberant joy! you 
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see no sign of a struggle of inner and outer conditions, 
but life so free, so strong, so glowing, that it almost intoxi- 
cates. They are truly Dionysiac, Bacchanalian triumphs — 
the triumph of life over the ghosts that love the gloom and 
chill and hate the sun. 

The portraits Titian painted in these years show no less 
feeling of freedom from sordid cares, and no less mastery 
over life. Think of “ The Man with the Glove ” in the 
Louvre, of the “ Concert,” and “ Young Englishman ” in 
Florence, and of the Pesaro family in their altar-piece in 
the Frari at Venice — call up these portraits, and you will 
see that they are true children of the Renaissance whom 
life has taught no meannesses and no fears. 


XI 

But even while such pictures were being painted, the spirit 
of the Italian Renaissance was proving inadequate to life. 
This was not the fault of the spirit, which was the spirit of 
youth. But youth cannot last more than a certain length 
of time. No matter how it is spent, manhood and middle 
age will come. Life began to show a sterner and more 
sober face than for a brief moment it had seemed to wear. 
Men became conscious that the passions for knowledge, 
for glory, and for personal advancement were not at the 
bottom of all the problems that life presented. Florence 
and Rome discovered this suddenly, and with a shock. In 
the presence of Michelangelo’s sculptures in San Lorenzo, 
or of his “ Last Judgement,” w'e still hear the cry of 
anguish that went up as the inexorable truth dawned upon 
them. But Venice, although humiliated by the League of 
Gambrai, impoverished by the Turk, and by the change 
in the routes of commerce, was not crushed, as was the rest 
of Italy, under the heels of Spanish infantry, nor so drained 
of resource as not to have some wealth still flowing into 
her coffers. Life grew soberer and sterner, but it was still 
amply worth the living, although the relish of a little 
stoicism and of earnest thought no longer seemed out of 
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place. The spirit of the Renaissance had found its way 
to Venice slowly; it was even more slow to depart. 

We therefore find that towards the middle of the six- 
teenth century, when elsewhere in Italy painting w'as 
trying to adapt itself to the hypocrisy of a Church w'hose 
chief reason for surviving as an institution was that it 
helped Spain to subject the world to tyranny, and when 
portraits were already exhibiting the fascinating youths of 
an earlier generation turned into obsequious and elegant 
courtiers — in Venice painting kept true to the ripened 
and more reflective spirit which succeeded to the most 
glowing decades of the Renaissance. This led men to take 
themselves more seriously, to act with more consideration 
of consequences, and to think of life with less hope and 
exultation. Quieter joys were sought, the pleasures of 
friendship and of the affections. lafe not having proved 
the endless holiday it had promised to be, earnest people 
began to question whetlier under the gross mask of the 
official religion there was not something to console them 
for departed youth and for the failure of hopes. Thus reli- 
gion began to revive in Italy, this time not ethnic nor 
political, but personal — an answer to the real needs of the 
human soul. 


XII 

It is scarcely to be wondered at that the V^enetian artist, in 
whom we first find the expression of the new feelings, 
should have been one who by wide travel had been 
brought in contact with the miseries of Italy in a way not 
possible for those who remained sheltered in Venice. 
Lorenzo Lotto, when he is most himself, does not paint the 
triumph of man over his environment, but in his altar- 
pieces, and even more in his portraits, he shows us people 
in want of the consolations of religion, of sober thought, 
of friendship and affection. They look out from his can- 
vases as if begging for sympathy. 

But real expression for the new order of things was not 
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to be found by one like Lotto, sensitive of feeling and born 
in the heyday of the Renaissance, to whom the new must 
have come as a disappointment. It had to come from one 
who had not been brought in personal contact with the 
woes of the rest of Italy, from one less conscious of his 
environment, one like Titian who was readier to receive 
the patronage of the new master than to feel an oppres- 
sion which did not touch him personally ; or it had to come 
from one like Tintoretto, born to the new order of things 
and not having to outlive a disappointment before adapt- 
ing himself to it. 


XIII 

It is as impossible to keep untouched by what happens to 
your neighbours as to have a bright sky over your own 
house when it is stormy everywhere else. Spain did not 
directly dominate Venice, but the new fashions of life 
and thought inaugurated by her nearly universal triumph 
could not be kept out. Her victims, among whom the 
Italian scholars must be reckoned, flocked to Venice for 
shelter, persecuted by a rule that cherished the Inquisi- 
tion. Now for the first time Venetian painters were brought 
in contact with men of letters. As they were already, 
fortunatfrly for themselves, too well acquainted with the 
business of their own art to be taken in tow by learning or 
even by poetry, the relation of the man of letters to the 
painter became on the whole a stimulating and at any 
rate a profitable one, as in the instance of two of the 
greatest, where it took the form of a partnership for mutual 
advantage. It is not to our purpose to speak of Aretino’s 
gain, but Titian would scarcely have acquired such fame 
in his lifetime if that founder of modern journalism, Pietro 
Aretino, had not been at his side, eager to trumpet his 
praises and to advise him whom to court. 

The overwhelming triumph of Spain entailed still an- 
other consequence. It brought home to all Italians, even 
to the Venetians, the sense of the individual’s helplessness 
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before organised power — a sense which, as we have seen, 
the early Renaissance, with its belief in the omnipotence 
of the individual, totally lacked. This was not without a 
decided influence on art. In the last three decades of his 
long career, Titian did not paint man as if he were as free 
from care and as fitted to his environment as a lark on an 
April morning. Rather did he represent man as acting on 
his environment and suffering from its reactions. He made 
the faces and figures show clearly what life had done to 

them. The great “ Ecce Homo ” and the “ Crowning with 
Thorns ’* are imbued with this feeling no less than the 
equestrian portrait of Charles the Fifth. In the “ Ecce 
Homo ” we see a man with a godlike personality, humbled 
by the imperial majesty, broken by the imperial power, 
and utterly unable to hold out against them. In the 
“ Crowning with Thorns ” we have the same godlike being 
almost brutalised by pain and suffering. In the portrait of 
the Emperor we behold a man whom life has enfeebled, 
one who has to meet a foe who may crush him. 

Yet Titian became neither soured nor a pessimist. 
Many of his late portraits are even more energetic than 
those of his early maturity. He shows himself a wise man 
of the world. “ Do not be a grovelling sycophant,” some 
of them seem to say, “ but remember that courtly manners 
and tempered elegance can do you no harm.” Titian, 

then, was ever ready to change with the times, and on the 
whole the change was towards a firmer grasp of reality, 
necessitating yet another advance in the painter’s mastery 
of his craft. Titian’s real greatness consists in the fact that 
he was as able to produce an impression of greater reality 
as he was ready to appreciate the need of a firmer hold on 
life. In painting, as has been said, a greater effect of 
reality is chiefly a matter of light and shadow, to be 
obtained only by considering the canvas as an enclosed 
space, filled with light and air, through which the objects 
are seen. There is more than one way of getting this 
effect, but Titian attains it by the almost total suppression 
of outlines, by the harmonising of his colours, and by the 
largeness and vigour of his brushwork. In fact, the old 
Titian was, in his way of painting, remarkably like some 
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of the best French masters of the end of the nineteenth 
century. This makes him only the more attractive, parti- 
culaily when with handling of this kind he combined the 
power of creating forms of beauty such as he has given us 
in the “ Wisdom ” of the Venetian Royal Palace, or in the 
“ Shepherd and Nymph ” of Vienna. The difference be- 
tween the old I’itian, author of these works, and the young 
Titian, painter of the “ Assumption,” and of the “ Bacchus 
and Ariadne,” is the difference between the Shakespeare 
of the Midsummer Night’s Dream and the Shakespeare of 
the Tempest. Titian and Shakespeare begin and end so 
much in the same way by no mere accident. They were 
both products of the Renaissance, they underwent similar 
changes, and each was the highest and completest expres- 
sion of his own age. This is not the place to elaborate the 
comparison, but I have dwelt so long on Titian, because, 
historically considered, he is the only painter who expressed 
nearly all of the Renaissance that could find expression in 
painting. It is this which makes him even more interesting 
than Tintoretto, an artist who in many ways was deeper, 
finer, and even more brilliant. 


XIV 

Tintoretto grew to manhood when the fruit of the Renais- 
sance was ripe on every bough. I’he Renaissance had 
resulted in the emancipation of the individual, in making 
him feel that the universe had no other purpose than his 
happiness. This brought an entirely new answer to the 
question, “ Why should I do this or that?” It used to be, 
“ Because self-instituted authority commands you.” The 
answer now was, “ Because it is good for men.” In tliis lies 
our greatest debt to the Renaissance, that it instituted the 
welfare of man as the end of all action. The Renaissance 
did not bring this idea to practical issue, but our debt to 
it is endless on account of the results the idea has produced 
in our own days. This alone would have made the Renais- 
sance a period of peculiar interest, even if it had had no 
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art whatever. But when ideas are fresh and strong, they 
are almost sure to find artistic embodiment, as indeed this 
whole epoch found in painting, and this particular period 
in the works of Tintoretto. 


XV 

The emancipation of the individual had a direct eflfect on 
the painter in freeing him from his guild. It now occurred 
to him that possibly he might become more proficient and 
have greater success if he deserted the influences he was 
under by the accident of birth and residence, and placed 
himself in the school that seemed best adapted to foster 
his talents. This led to the unfortunate experiment of 
Eclecticism which checked the purely organic develop- 
ment of the separate schools. It brought about their fusion 
into an art which no longer appealed to the Italian people, 
as did the art which sprang naturally from the soil, but 
to the small class of dilettanti who considered a knowledge 
of art as one of the birthrights of their social position. 
Venice, however, suffered little from Eclecticism, perhaps 
because a strong sense of individuality was late in getting 
there, and by that time the painters were already well 
enough educated in their craft to know that they had 
little to learn elsewhere. The one Venetian who became 
an Eclectic remained in spite of it a great painter. Sebas- 
tiano del Piombo fell under the influence of Michelangelo, 
but while this influence was pernicious in most cases, the 
hand that had learned to paint under Bellini, Cima, and 
Giorgione never wholly lost its command of colour and 
tone. 


XVI 

Tintoretto stayed at home, but he felt in his own person a 
craving for something that Titian could not teach him. 
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The Venice he was born in was not the Venice of Titian’s 
early youth, and his own adolescence fell in the period 
when Spain was rapidly making herself mistress of Italy. 
The haunting sense of powers almost irresistible gave a 
terrible fascination to Michelangelo’s works, which are 
swayed by that sense as by a demonic presence. Tintor- 
etto felt this fascination because he was in sympathy with 
the spirit which took form in colossal torsos and limbs. To 
him these were not, as they were to Michelangelo’s enrolled 
followers, merely new patterns after which to model the 
nude. 

But beside this sense of overwhelming power and gigantic 
force, Tintoretto had to an even greater degree the feeling 
that whatever existed was for mankind and with reference 
to man. In his youth people were once more turning to 
religion, and in Venice poetry was making its way more 
than it had previously done, not only because Venice had 
become the refuge of men of letters, but also because of 
the diffusion of printed books. Tintoretto took to the. 
new feeling for religion and poetry as to his birthright. 
Yet whether classic fable or Biblical episode were the sub- 
ject of his art, Tintoretto coloured it with his feeling for 
the human life at the heart of the story. His sense of 
power did not express itself in colossal nudes so much as 
in the immense energy, in the glowing health of the figures 
he painted, and more still in his effects of light, which he 
rendered as if he had it in his hands to brighten or darken 
the heavens at will and subdue them to his own moods. 

He could not have accomplished this, we may be sure, if 
he had not had even greater skill than Titian in the treat- 
ment of light and shadow and of atmosphere. It was this 
which enabled him to give such living versions of Biblical 
stories and saintly legends. For, granting that an effect of 
reality were attainable in painting without an adequate 
treatment of light and atmosphere, even then the reality 
would look hideous, as it does in many modern painters 
who attempt to paint people of to-day in their everyday 
dress and among their usual surroundings. It is not 
“ Realism ” which makes such pictures hideous, but the 
want of that toning down which the atmosphere gives to 
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things in life, and of that harmonising to which the light 
subjects all colours. 

It was a great mastery of light and shadow which 
enabled Tintoretto to put into his pictures all the poetry 
there was in his soul without once tempting us to think 
that he might have found better expression in words. The 
poetry which quickens most of his works in the Scuola di 
San Rocco is almost entirely a matter of light and colour. 
What is it but the light that changes the solitudes in 
which the Magdalen and St. Mary of Egypt are sitting, 
into dreamlands seen by poets in their moments of hap- 
piest inspiration? What but light and colour, the gloom 
and chill of evening, with the white-stoled figure standing 
resignedly before the judge, that give the “ Christ before 
Pilate” its sublime magic? What, again, but light, colour, 
and the star- procession of cherubs that imbue the realism 
of the “ Annunciation ” with music which thrills us 
through and through ? 

Religion and poetry did not exist for Tintoretto because 
the love and cultivation of the Muses was a duty prescribed 
by the Greeks and Romans, and because the love of God 
and the saints was prescribed by the Church; but rather, 
as was the case with the best pcojile of his time, because 
both poetry and religion were useful to man. "J’hey helped 
him to forget what was mean and sordid in life, they 
braced him to his task, and consoled him for his disap- 
pointments. Religion answered to an everliving need of 
the human heart. The Bible was no longer a mere docu- 
ment wherewith to justify Christian dogma. It was rather 
a series of parables and symbols pointing at all limes to the 
path that led to a finer and nobler life. Why then con- 
tinue to picture Christ and the Apostles, the Patriarchs 
and Prophets, as persons living under Roman rule, wear- 
ing the Roman toga, and walking about in the landscape 
of a Roman bas-relief? Christ and the Apostles, the 
Patriarchs and Prophets, were the embodiment of living 
principles and of living ideals. Tintoretto felt this so 
vividly that he could not think of them otherw’ise than as 
people of his own kind, living under conditions easily intel- 
ligible to himself and to his fellow men. Indeed, the more 
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intelligible and the more familiar the look and garb and 
surroundings of Biblical and saintly personages, the more 
would they drive home the principles and ideas they 
incarnated. So I'intorctto did not hesitate to turn every 
Biblical episode into a picture of what the scene would 
look like had it taken place under his own eyes, nor to 
tinge it with his own mood. 

Ilis conception of the human form was, it is true, 
colossal, although the slender elegance that was then 
coming into fashion, as if in protest against physical force 
and organisation, influenced him considerably in his con- 
struction of the female figure; but the effect which he 
must always have produced upon his contemjioraries, 
which most of his works still produce, is one of astounding 
reality as well as of wide sweep and power. Thus, in the 
“ Discovery of the Body of St. Mark,” in the Brera, and in 
the “ Storm Rising while the Corpse is being Carried 
through the Streets of Alexandria,” in the Royal Palace 
at Venice, the figures, although colossal, are so energetic 
and so easy in movement, and the effects of perspective and 
of light and atmosphere are so on a level with the gigantic 
figures, that the eye at once adapts itself to the scale, and 
you feel as if you too partook of the strength and health 
of heroes. 


XVII 

That feeling for reality which made the great painters look 
upon a picture as the representation of a cubic content of 
atmosphere enveloping all the objects depicted, made 
them also consider the fact that the given quantity of 
atmosphere is sure to contain other objects than those the 
artist wants for his purpo.se. lie is free to leave them out, 
of course, but in so far as he does, so far is he from pro- 
ducing an effect of reality. The eye does not see every- 
thing, but all the eye would naturally see along with the 
principal objects must be painted, or the picture will not 
look true to life. This incorporation of small episodes 
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running parallel with the subject rather than forming part 
of it, is one of the chief characteristics of modern as dis- 
tinguished from ancient art. It is this which makes the 
Elizabethan drama so different from the Greek. It is this 
again which already separates the works of Duccio and 
Giotto from the plastic arts of Antiquity. Painting lends 
itself willingly to the consideration of minor episodes, and 
for that reason is almost as well fitted to be in touch with 
modern life as the novel itself. Such a treatment saves a 
picture from looking prepared and cold, just as light and 
atmosphere save it from rigidity and crudeness. 

No better illustration of this can be found among 
Italian masters than Tintoretto’s “Crucifixion” in the 
Scuola di San Rocco. The scene is a vast one, and 
although Christ is on the Cross, life does not stop. To 
most of the people gathered there, what takes place is no 
more than a common execution. Many of them are 
attending to it as to a tedious duty. Others work away at 
some menial task more or less connected with the Cruci- 
fixion, as unconcerned as cobblers humming over their 
last. Most of the people in the huge canvas are repre- 
sented, as no doubt they were in life, without much per- 
sonal feeling about Christ. His own friends are painted 
with all their grief and despair, but the others are allowed 
to feel as they please. I'he painter does not try to give 
them the proper emotions. If one of the great modern 
novelists, if Tolstoy, for instance, were describing the 
Crucifixion, his account would read as if it were a descrip- 
tion of Tintoretto’s picture. But Tintoretto’s fairness went 
even farther than letting all the spectators feel as they 
pleased about what he himself believed to be the greatest 
event that ever took place. Among this multitude he 
allowed the light of heaven to shine upon the wicked as 
well as upon the good, and the air to refresh them all 
equally. In other words, this enormous canvas is a great 
sea of air and light at the bottom of which the scene takes 
place. Without the atmosphere and the just distribution 
of light, it would look as lifeless and desolate, in spite of 
the crowd and animation, as if it were the bottom of a 
dried-up sea. 
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XVIII 

While all these advances were being made, the art of por- 
traiture had not stood still. Its j;>opularity liad only in- 
creased as the years went on. Titian w^as too busy with 
commissions from foreign princes to supply the great 
demand there was in Venice alone. Tintoretto painted 
portraits not only with much of the air of good breeding 
of Titian’s likenesses, but with even greater splendour, 
and with an astonishing rapidity of execution. I’hc Vene- 
tian portrait, it will be rcmeinbcrcd. was expected to be 
more than a likeness. It was expected to give jilcasure to 
the eye, and to stimulate the emotions. Tintoretto was 
ready to give ample satisfaction to all such expectations. 
His portraits, altliough they are not so individualised as 
Lotto’s, nor such close studies of character as Titian’s, 
always render the man at his best, in glowang health, full of 
life and determination. They give us the sensuous pleasure 
we get from jewels, and at the same time they make us 
look back with amazement to a State wlicre the human 
plant was in such vigour as to produce old men of the 
kind represented in most of Tintoretto’s portraits. 

With Tintoretto ends the universal interest the Venetian 
school arouses; for although painting docs not deteriorate 
in a day any more than it grows to maturity in the same 
brief moment, the story of the decay has none of the fas- 
cination of the growth. But several artists remain to bo 
considered who were not of the Venetian school in the 
strict sense of the term, yet have always been included 
within it. 


XIX 

The Venetian provinces were held together not merely by 
force of rule. In language and feeling no less than in 



VENETIAN ART AND THE PROVINCES 4I 

government, they formed a distinct unit within the Italian 
peninsula. Painting being so truly a product of the soil as 
it was in Italy during the Renaissance, the art of the 
provinces could not help holding the same close relation 
to the art of Venice that their language and modes of 
feeling held. But a difference must be made at once 
between towns like Verona, with a school of at least as 
long a growth and with as independent an evolution as 
the school of Venice itself, and towns like Vicenza and 
Brescia whose chief painters never developed quite inde- 
pendently of Venice or Verona. What makes Romanino 
and Moretto of Brescia, or even the powerful Montagna 
of Vicenza, except when they are at their very best, so 
much less enjoyable as a rule than the Venetians — that is 
to say, tlie painters wholly educated in Venice — is some- 
thing they have in common with the Eclectics of a later 
day. They are ill at case about their art, which is no 
longer the utterly unpremeditated outcome of a natural 
impulse. They saw greater painting than their own in 
Venice and Verona, and not unfrcquently their own works 
show an uncouth attempt to adopt that greatness, which 
comes out in exaggeration of colour even more than of 
form, and speaks for that want of taste which is the indel- 
ible stamp of provincialism. But there were Venetian 
towns witliout the traditions even of the schools of Vicenza 
and Brescia, where, if you wanted to learn painting, you 
had to apprentice yourself to somebody who had been 
taught by somebody who had been a pupil of one of 
Giovanni Bellini’s pupils. This was particularly true of 
the towns in that long stretch of plain between the Julian 
Alps and the sea, known as Friuli. Friuli produced one 
painter of remarkable talents and great force, Giovanni 
Antonio Pordenone, but neither his talents nor his force, 
nor even later study in Venice, could erase from his works 
that stamp of provincialism which he inherited from his 
first provincial master. 

Such artists as these, however, never gained great 
favour in the capital. I’hose whom Venice drew to herself 
when her own strength was waning and when, like Rome 
in her decline, she began to absorb into herself the talent 
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of the provinces, w^ere rather painters such as Paolo Veron- 
ese whose art, although of independent growth, was suf- 
ficiently like her own to be readily understood, or painters 
with an entirely new vein, sucli as the Bassani. 


XX 

Paolo was the product of four or five generations of Veron- 
ese painters, the first two or three of which had spoken the 
language of the whole mass of the people in a way that 
few other artists had ever done. Consequently, in the 
early Renaissance, there were no painters in the North of 
Italy, and few even in Florence, who were not touched by 
the influence of the Veronese. But Paolo’s own immediate 
predecessors were no longer able to speak the language of 
the whole mass of the people. There was one class they 
left out entirely, the class to whom Titian and Tintoretto 
appealed so strongly, the class that ruled, and that thought 
in the new way. Verona, being a dependency of Venice, 
did no ruling, and certainly not at all so much thinking as 
Venice, and life there continued healthful, simple, uncon- 
scious, untroubled by the approaching storm in the world’s 
feelings. But although thought and feeling may be slow 
in invading a town, fashion comes there quickly. Spanish 
fashions in dress, and Spanish ceremonial in manners, 
reached Verona soon enough, and in Paolo Caliari we 
find all these fashions reflected, but health, simplicity, and 
unconsciousness as well. This combination of seemingly 
opposite qualities forms his great charm for us to-day, and 
It miist have proved as great an attraction to many of 
the Venetians of his own time, for they were already far 
enough removed from simplicity to appreciate to the full 
his singularly happy combination of ceremony and splen- 
dour with an almost childlike naturalness of feeling. Per- 
haps among his strongest admirers were the very men 
who most appreciated 'Fitian’s distinction and Tintoretto’s 
poetry. But it is curious to note that Paolo’s chief em- 
ployers were the monasteries. His cheerfulness, and his 
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frank and joyous worldliness, the qualities, in short, which 
we find in his huge pictures of feasts, seem to have been 
particularly welcome to those who were expected to make 
their meat and drink of the very opposite qualities. This 
is no small comment on the times, and shows how thorough 
had been the permeation of the spirit of the Renaissance 
when even the religious orders gave up their pretence to 
asceticism and piety. 


XXI 

Venetian painting would not have been the complete 
expression of the riper Renaissance if it had entirely 
neglected the country. City people have a natural love of 
the country, but when it was a matter of doubt whether a 
man would return if he ventured out of the town gates, 
as was the case in the Middle Ages, this love had no 
chance of showing itself. It had to wait until the country 
itself was safe for wayfarers, a state of things which came 
about in Italy with the gradual submission of the country 
to the rule of the neighbouring cities and with the general 
advance of civilisation. During the Renaissance the love of 
the country and its pleasures received an immense impulse 
from Latin authors. What the great Romans without ex- 
ception recommended, an Italian was not slow to adopt, 
particularly when, as in this case, it harmonised with 
natural inclination and with an already common practice. 
It was the usual thing with those who could afford to do so 
to retire to the villa for a part of the year. Classic poets 
helped such Italians to appreciate the simplicity of the 
country and to feel a little of its beauty. Many took so 
much delight in country life that they wished to have 
reminders of it in town. It may have been in response to 
some such half-formulated wish that Palma began to 
paint his “Sante Conversazioni” — groups of saintly per- 
sonages gathered under pleasant trees in pretty landscapes. 
His pupil, Bonifazio, continued the same line, gradually, 
however, discarding the traditional group of Madonna and 
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saints, and, under such titles as “ The Rich Man’s Feast ” 
or “ 'I’he Finding of Moses,” painting all the scenes of 
fashionable country life, music on the terrace of a villa, 
hunting parties, and picnics in the forest. 

Bonifazio’s pupil, Jacopo Bassano, no less fond of paint- 
ing country scenes, did not, however, confine himself to 
representing city people in their parks. His pictures were 
for the inhabitants of the small market-town from which 
he takes his name, where inside the gates you still see men 
and women in rustic garb crouching over their many- 
coloured wares ; and where, just outside the walls, you may 
see all the ordinary occupations connected with farming 
and grazing. Inspired, although unawares, by the new 
idea of giving perfectly modern versions of Biblical stories, 
Bassano introduced into nearly every picture he painted 
episodes from the life in the streets of Bassano, and in the 
country just outside the gates. Even Orpheus in his hands 
becomes a farmer’s lad fiddling to the barn-yard fowls. 

Bassano’s pictures and those of his two sons, who 
followed him very closely, found great favour in Venice 
and elsewhere, because they were such unconscious render- 
ings of simple country life, a kind of life whose charm 
seemed greater and greater the more fashionable and cere- 
monious private life in the city became. But this was far 
from being their only charm. Just as the Church had 
educated people to understand painting as a language, so 
the love of all the pleasant things tliat painting suggested 
led in time to the love of this art for its own sake, serving 
no obvious purpose either of decoration or suggestion, but 
giving pleasure by the skilful management of light and 
shadow, and by the intrinsic beauty of the colours. The 
third quarter oJF the sixteenth century thus saw the rise of 
the picture-fancier, and the success of the Bassani was so 
great because they appealed to this class in a special way. 
In Venice there had long been a love of objects for their 
sensuous beauty. At an early date the Venetians had per- 
fected an art in which there is scarcely any intellectual 
content whatever, and in which colour, jewel-like or opal- 
ine, is almost everything. Venetian glass was at the same 
time an outcome of the Venetians’ love of sensuous beauty 
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and a continual stimulant to it. Pope Paul II, for example, 
who was a Venetian, took such a delight in the colour 
and glow of jewels, that he was always looking at them 
and always handling them. When painting, accordingly, 
had reached the point where it was no longer dependent 
upon the Church, nor even expected to be decorative, but 
when it was used purely for pleasure, the day could not 
be far distant when people would expect painting to give 
them the same enjoyment they received from jewels and 
glass. In Bassano’s works this taste found full satisfaction. 
Most of his pictures seem at first as dazzling, then as cool- 
ing and soothing, as the best kind of stained glass; while 
the colouring of details, particularly of those under high 
lights, is jewel-like, as clear and deep and satisfying as 
rubies and emeralds. 

It need scarcely be added after all that has been said 
about light and atmosphere in connection with Titian and 
Tintoretto, and their handling of real life, that Bassano’s 
treatment of both was even more masterly. If this were not 
so, neither picture-fanciers of his own time, nor we nowa- 
days, should care for his works as we do. They represent 
life in far more humble phases than even the pictures of 
Tintoretto, and, without recompensing effects of light and 
atmosphere, they would not be more enjoyable than the 
cheap work of the smaller Dutch masters. It must be 
added, too, that without his jewel-like colouring Bassano 
would often be no more delightful than Teniers. 

Another thing Bassano could not fail to do, working as 
he did in the country, and for country people, was to paint 
landscape. He had to paint the real country, and his skill 
in the treatment of light and atmosphere was great enough 
to enable him to do it well. Bassano was in fact the first 
modern landscape painter. Titian and Tintoretto and 
Giorgione, and even Bellini and Cima before them, had 
painted beautiful landscapes, but they were seldom direct 
studies from nature. They were decorative backgrounds, 
or fine harmonising accompaniments to the religious or 
human elements of the picture. They never failed to get 
grand and effective lines — a setting worthy of the subject. 
Bassano did not need such setting for his country versions 
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of Bible stories, and he needed them even less in his 
studies of rural life. For pictures of this kind the country 
itself naturally seemed the best background and the best 
accompaniment possible — indeed, the only kind desirable. 
Without knowing it, therefore, and without intending it, 
Bassano was the first Italian who tried to paint the country 
as it is, and not arranged to look like scenery. 


XXII 

Had Bassano’s qualities, however, been of the kind that 
appealed only to the collectors of his time, he would 
scarcely rouse the strong interest we take in him. We 
care for him chiefly because he has so many of the more 
essential qualities of great art — truth to life, and spon- 
taneity. He has another interest still, in that he began to 
beat out the path which ended at last in Velazquez. In- 
deed, one of the attractions of the Venetian school of 
painting is that, more than all others, it went to form tliat 
great Spanish master. He began as a sort of follower of 
Bassano, but his style was not fixed before he had given 
years of study to Veronese, to I'intorctto, and to Titian. 


X X I r I 

Bassano appealed to collectors by mere accident. He 
certainly did not work for them. The painters who came 
after him and after Tintoretto no longer worked uncon- 
sciously, as Veronese did, nor for the whole intelligent 
class, as Titian and Tintoretto had done, but for people 
who prided themselves on their connoisseiu*ship. 

Palma the Younger and Domenico Tintoretto began 
well enough as natural followers of 1 'intoretto, but before 
long they became aware of their inferiority to the masters 
who had preceded them, and, feehng no longer the 
strength to go beyond them, fell back upon painting varia- 
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tions of those pictures of Tintoretto and Titian which had 
proved most popular. So their works recall the great 
masters, but only to bring out their own weakness. Pado- 
vanino, Liberi, and Pietro della Vecchia went even lower 
down and shamelessly manufactured pictures which, in the 
distant markets for which they were intended, passed for 
works of Titian, Veronese, and Giorgione. Nor are the.se 
pictures altogether unenjoyable. There are airs by the 
great composers we so love that we enjoy them even when 
woven into the compositions of some third-rate master. 


XXIV 

But Venetian painting was not destined to die unnoticed. 
In the eighteenth century, before the Republic entirely 
disappeared, Venice produced three or four painters who 
deserved at the least a place with the best painters of that 
century. The constitution of the Venetian State had re- 
mained unchanged. Magnificent ceremonies still took 
place, Venice was still the most splendid and the most 
luxurious city in the world. If the splendour and luxury 
were hollow, they were not more so than elsewhere in 
Europe. The eighteenth century had the strength which 
comes from great self-confidence and profound satisfaction 
with one’s surroundings. It was so self-satisfied that it 
could not dream of striving to be much better than it was. 
Everything was just right; there seemed to be no great 
issues, no problems arising that human intelligence untram- 
melled by superstition could not instantly solve. Every- 
body was therefore in holiday mood, and the gaiety and 
frivolity of the century were of almost as much account 
as its politics and culture. There was no room for great 
distinctions. Hairdressers and tailors found as much con- 
sideration as philosophers and statesmen at a lady’s levee. 
People w'ere delighted with their own occupations, their 
whole lives; and whatever people delight in, that they will 
have represented in art. The love for pictures was by no 
means dead in Venice, and Longhi painted for the picture- 



48 LONGHI, CANALETTO AND GUARDI 

loving Venetians their own lives in all their ordinary 
domestic and fashionable phases. In the hairdressing scenes 
we hear the gossip of the periwigged barber; in the dress- 
making scenes, the chatter of the maid; in the dancing- 
school, the pleasant music of the violin. There is no tragic 
note anywhere. Everybody dresses, dances, makes bows, 
tzikes coffee, as if there were nothing else in the world 
that wanted doing. A tone of high courtesy, of great 
refinement, coupled with an all-pervading cheerfulness, 
distinguishes Longhi’s pictures from the works of Hogarth, 
at once so brutal and so full of presage of change. 


XXV 

Venice lierself had not grown less beautiful in her decline. 
Indeed, the building which occupies the centre of the 
picture Venice leaves in the mind, the Salute, was not 
built until the seventeenth century. This was the picture 
that the Venetian himself loved to have painted for him, 
and that the stranger wanted to carry away. Canale 
painted Venice with a feeling for space and atmosphere, 
with a mastery over the delicate effects of mist peculiar to 
the city, that make his views of tlie Salute, the Grand 
Canal, and the Piazzetla still seem more like Venice than 
all the pictures of them that have been painted since. 
Later in the century Canale was followed by Guardi, who 
executed smaller views with more of an eye for the pic- 
turesque, and for what may be called instantaneous effects, 
thus anticipating both the Romantic and the Impressionist 
painters of our own century. 


XXVI 

Yet delightful as Longhi, Canale, and Guardi are, and 
imbued with the spirit of their own century, they lack the 
quality of force, without which there can be no impressive 
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Style. This quality their contemporary Tiepolo possessed 
to the utmost. His energy', his feeling for splendour, his 
mastery over his craft, place him almost on a level with 
the great Venetians of the sixteenth century, although he 
never allows one to forget what he owes to them, parti- 
cularly to Veronese. 'Die grand scenes he paints differ 
from those of his predeces.sor not so much in inferiority of 
workmanship, as in a lack of that simplicity and candour 
which never failed Paolo, no matter how proud the event 
he might be portraying. Tiepolo’s people arc haughty, as 
if they felt that to keep a firm hold on their dignity tliey 
could not for a moment relax their faces and figures from 
a monumental look and bearing. I'hcy evidently feel 
themselves so superior that they are not pleasant to live 
with, although they carry themselves so well, and are 
dressed with such splendour, that once in a while it is a 
great pleasure to look at them. It was Tiepolo’s vision of 
the world that was at fault, and his vision of the world 
was at fault only because the world itself was at fault. 
Paolo saw a world barely touched by the fashions of the 
Spanish Court, while I’iepolo lived among people whose 
very hearts had been vitiated by its measureless haughti- 
ness. 

But Tiepolo’s feeling for strength, for movement, and 
for colour was great enough to give a new impulse to art. 
At times he seems not so much the last of the old masters as 
the first of the new. The works he left in Spain do more 
than a little to explain the revival of painting in that 
country under Goya; and Goya, in his turn, had a great 
influence upon many of the best Prench artists of our own 
times. 


XXVII 

'Iluis, Venetian painting before it wholly died, flickered 
up again strong enough to light the torch that is burning 
so steadily now. Indeed, not the least attraction of the 
Venetian masters is tlieir note of modernity, by which I 
l.p.u. 



50 INFLUENCE OF VENETIAN ART 

mean the feeling they give us that they were on the high 
road to the art of to-day. We have seen how on two 
separate occasions Venetian painters gave an impulse to 
Spaniards, who in turn have had an extraordinary influ- 
ence on modern painting. It would be easy, too, although 
it is not my purpose, to show how much other schools of 
the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries, such as the 
Flemish, led by Rubens, and the English led by Reynolds, 
owed to the Venetians. My endeavour has been to ex- 
plain some of the attractions of the school, and particularly 
to show its close dependence upon the thought and feeling 
of the Renaissance. This is perhaps its greatest interest, 
for being such a complete expression of the riper spirit of 
the Renaissance, it helps us to a larger understanding of a 
period which has in itself the fascination of youth, and 
remains particularly attractive to us, because the spirit 
that animates us is singularly like the better spirit of that 
epoch. We, too, are possessed of boundless curiosity. We, 
too, have an almost intoxicating sense of human capacity. 
We, too, believe in a great future for humanity, and 
nothing has yet happened to check our delight in dis- 
covery or our faith in life. 
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THE FLORENTINE 
PAINTERS 

I 

Florentine painting between Giotto and Michelangelo 
contains the names of such artists as Orcagna, Masaccio, 
Fra Filippo, Pollaiuolo, Verrocchio, Leonardo, and Botti- 
celli. Put beside these the greatest names in Venetian art, 
the Vivarini, the Bellini, Giorgione, Titian, and Tintor- 
etto. The difference is striking. The significance of the 
Venetian names is exhausted with their significance as 
painters. Not so with the Florentines. Forget that they 
were painters, they remain great sculptors; forget that 
they were sculptors, and still they remain architects, poets, 
and even men of science. They left no form of expression 
untried, and to none could they say, “ This will perfectly 
convey my meaning.” Painting, therefore, offers but a 
partial and not always the most adequate manifestation of 
their personality, and we feel the artist as greater than 
his work, and the man as soaring above the artist. 

The immense superiority of the artist even to his great- 
est achievement in any one art form means that his per- 
sonality was but slightly determined by the particular art 
in question, that he tended to mould it rather than let it 
shape him. It would be absurd, therefore, to treat the 
Florentine painter as a mere link between two points in a 
necessary evolution. I'he history of the art of Florence 
can never be, as that of Venice, the study of a placid 
development. Each man of genius brought to bear upon 
his art a great intellect, which, never condescending merely 
to please, was tirelessly striving to reincarnate what it com- 
prehended of life in forms that would fitly convey it to 
others; and in this endeavour each man of genius was 
necessarily compelled to create forms essentially his own. 
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But because Florentine painting was pre-eminently an art 
formed by great personalities, it grappled with problems 
of the highest interest, and offered solutions that can never 
lose their value. What they aimed at, and what they 
attained, is the subject of the following essay. 


II 

The first of the great personalities in Florentine painting 
was Giotto. Although lie affords no exception to the rule 
that the great Florentines exploited all the arts in the 
endeavour to express themselves, he, Giotto, renowned as 
architect and sculptor, reputed as wit and versifier, dif- 
fered from most of his Tuscan successors in having pecu- 
liar aptitude for the essential in painting as an art. 

Before we can appreciate his real value, we must come 
to an agreement as to what in the art of figure-painting — 
the craft has its own altogether diverse laws — is the e.ssen- 
tial; for figure-painting, we may say at once, was not only 
the one pre-occupation of Giotto, but tlie dominant inter- 
est of the entire Florentine school. 

Psychology has ascertained that sight alone gives us no 
accurate sense of the third dimension. In our infancy, long 
before we are conscious of the process, the sense of touch, 
helped on by muscular sensations of movement, teaches us 
to appreciate depth, the third dimension, both in objects 
and in space. 

In the same unconscious years we learn to make of 
touch, of the third dimension, the test of reality. The 
child is still dimly aware of the intimate connection be- 
tween touch and the third dimension. He cannot persuade 
himself of the unreality of Looking-Glass Land until he 
has touched the back of the mirror. Later, we entirely 
forget the connection, although it remains true, that every 
time our eyes recognise reality, we arc, as a matter of fact, 
giving tactile values to retinal impressions. 

Now, painting is an art which aims at giving an abid- 
ing impression of artistic reality with only two dimensions. 
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I'he painter must, therefore, do consciously what we all do 
unconsciously — construct his third dimension. And he can 
accomplish his task only as we accomplish ours, by giving 
tactile values to retinal impressions. His first business, 
therefore, is to rouse the tactile sense, for I must have the 
illusion of being able to touch a figure, I must have the 
illusion of varying muscular sensations inside my palm and 
fingers corresponding to the various projections of this 
figure, before I shall take it for granted as real, and let it 
affect me lastingly. 

It follows that the essential in the art of painting — as 
distinguished from the art of colouring, I beg the reader 
to observe — is somehow to stimulate our consciousness of 
tactile values, so that the picture shall have at least as 
much power as the object represented, to appeal to our 
tactile imagination. 

Well, it was of the power to stimulate the tactile con- 
sciousness — of the essential, as I have ventured to call it, 
in the art of painting — that Giotto was supreme master. 
This is his everlasting claim to greatness, and it is this 
which will make him a source of highest aesthetic delight 
for a period at least as long as decipherable traces of his 
handiwork remain on mouldering panel or crumbling 
wall. For great though he was as a poet, enthralling as a 
story-teller, splendid and majestic as a composer, he was 
in these qualities superior in degree only to many of the 
masters who painted in various parts of Europe during the 
thousand years that intervened between the decline of 
antique, and the birth, in his own person, of modern 
painting. But none of these masters had the power to 
stimulate the tactile imagination, and, consequently, they 
never painted a figure which has artistic existence. Their 
works have value, if at all, as highly elaborate, very intel- 
ligible symbols, capable, indeed, of communicating some- 
thing, but losing all higher value the moment the message 
is delivered. 

Giotto’s paintings, on the contrary, have not only as 
much power of appealing to the tactile imagination as is 
possessed by the objects represented — human figures in 
particular — ^but actually more; with the necessary result 



54 ANALYSIS OF ENJOYMENT OF PAINTING 

that to his contemporaries they conveyed a keener sense 
of reality, of life-likeness than the objects themselves ! We 
whose current knowledge of anatomy is greater, who expect 
more articulation and suppleness in the human figure, 
who, in short, see much less naively now than Giotto’s 
contemporaries, no longer find his paintings more than 
life-like; but we still feel them to be intensely real in the 
sense that they jiowcrfully appeal to our tactile imagina- 
tion, thereby compelling us, as do all things that stimulate 
our sense of touch while they present themselves to our 
eyes, to take their existence for granted. And it is only 
when we can take for granted the existence of the object 
painted that it can begin to give us pleasure that is genu- 
inely artistic, as separated from the interest we feel in 
symbols. 

At the risk of seeming to wander off into the boundless 
domain of eesthetics, we must stop at this point for a 
moment to make sure that we are of one mind regarding 
the meaning of the phrase “ artistic pleasure,” in so far at 
least as it is used in connection with painting. 

What is the point at which ordinary pleasures pass over 
into the specific pleasures derived from each one of the 
arts? Our judgement about the merits of any given work 
of art depends to a large extent upon our answer to this 
question. Those who have not yet differentiated the speci- 
fic pleasures of the art of painting from the pleasures they 
derive from the art of literature, will be likely to fall into 
the error of judging a picture by its dramatic presentation 
of a situation or its rendering of character; will, in short, 
demand of a painting that it shall be in the first place a 
good illustration. Others who seek in painting what is 
usually sought in music, the communication of a pleasur- 
able state of emotion, will prefer pictures which suggest 
pleasant associations, nice people, refined amusements, 
agreeable landscapes. In many cases this lack of clearness 
is of comparatively slight importance, the given picture 
containing all these pleasure-giving elements in addition 
to the qualities peculiar to the art of painting. But in the 
case of the Florentines, the distinction is of vital conse- 
quence, for they have been the artists in Europe who have 
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most resolutely set themselves to work upon the specific 
problems of the art of figure-painting, and have neglected, 
more than any other school, to call to their aid the second- 
ary pleasures of association. With them the issue is clear. 
If we wish to appreciate their merit, we are forced to 
disregard the desire for pretty or agreeable types, drama- 
tically interpreted situations, and, in fact, “ suggestiveness ” 
of any kind. Worse still, we must even forgo our pleasure 
in colour, often a genuinely artistic pleasure, for they never 
.systematically exploited this element, and in some of their 
best works the colour is actually harsh and unpleasant. It 
was in fact upon form, and form alone, that the great 
Florentine masters concentrated their efforts, and we are 
consequently forced to the belief that, in their pictures at 
least, form is the principal source of our aesthetic enjoy- 
ment. 

Now in what way, we ask, can form in painting give me 
a sensation of pleasure which differs from the ordinary 
sensations I receive from form? How is it that an object 
whose recognition in nature may have given me no plea- 
sure, becomes, when recognised in a picture, a source of 
aesthetic enjoyment, or that recognition pleasurable in 
nature becomes an enhanced pleasure the moment it is 
transferred to art? The answer, I believe, depends upon 
the fact that ai't stimulates to an unwonted activity psy- 
chical processes which are in themselves the source of most 
(if not all) of our pleasures, and which here, free from 
disturbing physical sensations, never tend to pass over into 
pain. For instance : I am in the habit of realising a given 
object with an intensity that we shall value as 2. If I 
suddenly realise this familiar object with an intensity of 4, 
I receive the immediate pleasure which accompanies a 
doubling of my mental activity. But the pleasure rarely 
stops here. Those who are capable of receiving direct 
pleasure from a work of art, are generally led on to the 
further pleasures of self-consciousness. The fact that the 
psychical process of recognition goes forward with the 
unusual intensity of 4 to 2 overwhelms tliem with the sense 
of having twice the capacity they had credited themselves 
with : their whole personality is enhanced, and, being 
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aware that tiiis enhancement is connected with the object 
in question, they for some time after take not only an 
increased interest in it, but continue to realise it with the 
new intensity. Precisely this is what form docs in paint- 
ing ; it lends a higher coefficient of reality to the object 
represented, with the consequent enjoyment of accelerated 
psychical processes, and the exhilarating sense of increased 
capacity in the observer. (Hence, by the way, the greater 
pleasure we take in the object painted than in itself.) 

And it happens thus. We remember that to realise, 
form we must give tactile value's to retinal sensations. 
Ordinarily we have considerable difficulty in skimming off 
these tactile values, and by the time they have reached 
our consciousness, they have lost much of their strength. 
Obviously, the artist who gives us these values more 
rapidly than the object itself gives them, gives us the 
pleasures consequent upon a more vivid realisation of the 
object, and the further pleasures that come from the sense 
of greater psychical capacity. 

Furthermore, the stimulation of our tactile imagination 
awakens our consciousness of the importance of the tactile 
sense in our physical and mental functioning, and thus, 
again, by making us feel better provided for life than we 
were aware of being, gives us a heightened sense of 
capacity. And this brings us back once more to the state- 
ment that the chief business of the figure painter, as an 
artist, is to stimulate the tactile imagination. 

The proportions of this book forbid me to develop 
further a theme, the adequate treatment of which would 
require more than the entire space at my command. I 
must be satisfied with the crude and unillumined exposi- 
tion given already, allowing myself this further word only, 
that I do not mean to imply that we get no pleasure from 
a picture except the tactile satisfaction. On the contrary, 
we get much pleasure from composition, more from colour, 
and perhaps more still from movement, to say nothing of 
all the possible associative pleasures for which every work 
of art is the occasion. What I do wish to say is that 
unless it satisfies our tactile imagination, a picture will not 
exert the fascination of an ever-heightened reality; first 
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we shall exhaust its ideas, and then its power of appealing 
to our emotions, and its “ beauty ” will not seem more 
significant at the thousandth look than at the first. 

My need of dwelling upon this subject at all, I must 
repeat, arises from the fact that although this principle Ls 
important indeed in other schools, it is all-important in the 
Florentine school. Without its due appreciation it would 
be impossible to do justice to Florentine painting. We 
should lose ourselves in admiration of its “ teaching,” or 
perchance of its historical importance — as if historical 
importance were synonymous with artistic significance ! — 
but we should never realise what artistic idea haunted the 
minds of its great men, and never understand why at a 
date so early it became academic. 

Let us now turn back to Giotto and see in what way he 
fulfils the first condition of painting as an art, which con- 
dition, as we agreed, is somehow to stimulate our tactile 
imagination. We shall understand this without difficulty 
if we cover with the same glance two pictures of nearly 
the same subject that hang side by side in the Uffizi at 
Florence, one by “ Cimabue,” and the other by Giotto. 
The difference is striking, but it does not consist so much in 
a difference of pattern and types, as of realisation. Iii 
the “ Cimabue ” we patiently decipher the lines and 
colours, and we conclude at last that they were intended 
to represent a woman seated, men and angels standing by 
or kneeling. To recognise these representations we have 
had to make many times the effort that the actual objects 
would have required, and in consequence our feeling of 
capacity has not only not been confirmed, but actually put 
in question. With what sense of relief, of rapidly rising 
vitality, we turn to the Giotto ! Our eyes scarcely have had 
time to light on it before we realise it completely — the 
throne occupying a real space, the Virgin satisfactorily 
seated upon it, the angels grouped in rows about it. Our 
tactile imagination is put to play immediately. Our palms 
and fingers accompany our eyes much more quickly than 
in presence of real objects, the sensations varying con- 
.stantly with the various projections represented, as of face, 
torso, knees; confirming in every way our feeling of 
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capacity for coping with things — for life, in short. I care 
little that the picture endowed with the gift of evoking 
such feelings has faults, that the types represented do not 
correspond to my ideal of beauty, that the figures are too 
massive, and almost unarticulated; I forgive them all, 
because I have much better to do than to dwell upon 
faults. 

But how does Giotto accomplish this miracle? With the 
simplest means, with almost rudimentary light and shade, 
and functional line, he contrives to render, out of all the 
possible outlines, out of all the possible variations of light 
and shade that a given figure may have, only those that we 
must isolate for special attention when we are actually 
realising it. This determines his types, his schemes of 
colour, even his compositions. He aims at types which 
both in face and figure are simple, large-boned, and 
massive — types, that is to .say, which in actual life would 
furnish the most powerful stimulus to the tactile imagina- 
tion. Obliged to get the utmost out of his rudimentary 
light and shade, he makes his scheme of colour of the 
lightest that his contrasts may be of the strongest. In his 
compositions he aims at clearness of grouping, so that each 
important figure may have its desired tactile value. Note 
in the “ Madonna ” we have been looking at, how the 
shadows compel us to realise every concavity, and the lights 
every convexity, and how, with the play of the two, under 
the guidance of line, we realise the significant parts of 
each figure, whether draped or undraped. Nothing here 
but has its architectonic reason. Above all, every line is 
functional; that is to say, charged with purpose. Its exist- 
ence, its direction, is absolutely determined by the need of 
rendering the tactile values. Follow any line here, .say in 
the figure of the angel kneeling to the left, and see how it 
outlines and models, how it enables you to realise the 
head, the torso, the hips, the legs, the feet, and how its 
direction, its tension, is always determined by the action. 
There is not a genuine fragment of Giotto in existence but 
has these qualities, and to such a degree that the worst 
xreatment has not been able to spoil them. Witness the 
resurrected frescoes in Santa Croce at Florence! 
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The rendering of tactile values once recognised as the 
most important specifically artistic quality of Giotto’s 
work, and as his personal contribution to the art of paint- 
ing, we are all the better fitted to appreciate his more 
obvious though less peculiar merits — merits, I must add, 
which would seem far less extraordinary if it were not for 
the high plane of reality on which Giotto keeps us. Now 
what is behind this power of raising us to a higher plane 
of reality but a genius for grasping and communicating 
real significance? What is it to render the tactile values 
of an object but to communicate its material significance? 
A painter who, after generations of mere manufacturers of 
symbols, illustrations, and allegories, had the power to 
render the material significance of the objects he painted, 
must, as a man, have had a profound sense of the signi- 
ficant. No matter, then, what his theme, Giotto feels its 
real significance and communicates as much of it as the 
general limitations of his art and of his own skill permit. 
When the theme is sacred story, it is scarcely necessary to 
point out with what processional gravity, with what hier- 
atic dignity, with what sacramental intentness he endows 
it; the eloquence of the greatest critics has here found a 
darling subject. But let us look a moment at certain of 
his symbols in the Arena at Padua, at the “ Inconstancy,” 
the “ Injustice,” and “ Avarice,” for instance. “ What are 
the significant traits,” he seems to have asked himself, ” in 
the appearance and action of a person under the exclusive 
domination of one of these vices? Let me |)aint the person 
with these traits, and 1 shall have a figure that jjerforce 
must call up the vice in question.” So he paints ” Incon- 
stancy ” as a woman with a blank face, her arms held out 
aimlessly, her torso falling backwards, her feet on the 
side of a wheel. It makes one giddy to look at her. “ In- 
justice ” is a powerfully built man in the vigour of his years 
dressed in the costume of a judge, with his left hand 
clenching the hilt of his sword, and his clawed right hand 
grasping a double-hooked lance. His cruel eye is sternly 
on the watch, and his attitude is one of alert readiness to 
spring in all his giant force upon his prey. He sits 
enthroned on a rock, overtowering the tall waving trees. 
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and below him his underlings are stripping and murder- 
ing a wayfarer. “ Avarice ” is a horned hag with ears like 
trumpets. A snake issuing from her mouth curls back and 
bites her forehead. Her left hand clutches her money-bag, 
as she moves forward stealthily, her light hand ready to 
shut down on whatever it can giasp. No need to label 
them : as long as these vices exist, for so long has Chotto 
extracted and presented their visible significance. 

Still another exemplification of his sense for the signi- 
ficant is furnished by his treatment of action and move- 
ment. The grouping, the gestures never fail to be just such 
as will most rapidly convey the meaning. So with the sig- 
nificant line, the significant light and shade, the significant 
look up or down, and the significant gesture, with means 
technically of the simplest, and, be it remembered, with 
no knowledge of anatomy, Giotto conveys a complete 
sense of motion such as wc get in his Paduan frescoes of 
the “ Resurrection of the Blessed,” of the “ Ascension of 
our Lord,” of the God the Father in the “ Baptism,” or 
the angel in “ Zacharias’ Dream.” 

This, then, is Giotto’s claim to everlasting appreciation 
as an artist : that liis thoroughgoing sense for the signifi- 
cant in the visible world enabled him so to represent things 
that we realise his representations more quickly and more 
completely than we should realise the things themselves, 
thus giving us that confirmation of our sense of capacity 
which is so great a source of pleasure. 


Ill 

Tor a hundred years after Giotto there appeared in 
Florence no painter equally endowed with dominion over 
the significant. His immediate followers so little under- 
stood the essence of his power that some thought it resided 
in his massive types, others in the swiftness of his line, and 
still others in his light colour, and it never occurred to any 
of them that the massive form without its material signi- 
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ficance, its tactile values, is a shapeless sack, that the line 
which is not functional is mere calligraphy, and that light 
colour by itself can at the best spot a surface prettily. I’he 
better of them felt their inferiority, but knew no remedy, 
and all worked busily, copying and distorting Giotto, 
until they and the public were heartily tired. A change at 
all costs became necessary, and it was very simple when it 
came. “ Why grope about for the significant, when the 
obvious is at hand? Let me paint the obvious; the obvious 
always pleases,” said some clever innovator. So he painted 
the obvious — pretty clothes, pretty faces, and trivial action, 
with the results foreseen : he pleased then, and he pleases 
still. Crowds still flock to the Spanish chapel in S. Maria 
Novella to celebrate the triumph of the obvious and non- 
significant. Pretty faces, pretty colour, pretty clothes, and 
trivial action ! Is there a single figure in the fresco repre- 
senting the “ Triumph of St. I’homas ” which incarnates 
tlie idea it symbolises, which, without its labelling instru- 
ment, would convey any meaning whatt;ver? One pretty 
woman holds a globe and sword, and I am required to feel 
the majesty of empire; another has painted over her pretty 
clothes a bow and arrow, which are supposed to rouse me 
to a sense of the terrors of war; a third has an organ on 
what was intended to be her knee, and the sight of this 
instrument must suffice to put me into the ecstasies of heav- 
enly music; still another pretty lady has her arm akimbo, 
and if you want to know what edification she can bring, 
you must read her scroll. Below these pretty women sit a 
number of men looking as worthy as clothes and beards 
can make them; one highly dignified old gentleman gazes 
with all his heart and all his soul at — the point of his 
quill. The same lack of significance, the same obviousness 
characterise the fresco representing the “ Church Militant 
and Triumphant.” What more obvious symbol for the 
Church than a church? what moie significant of St. 
Dominic than the refuted Paynim philosopher who (with 
a movement, by the way, as obvious as it is clever) tears 
out a leaf from his own book? And I have touched only 
on the value of these frescoes as allegories. Not to speak 
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of the emptiness of the one and the confusion of the other, 
as compositions, there is not a figure in cither which has 
tactile values — that is to say, artistic existence. 

While I do not mean to imply that painting between 
Giotto and Masaccio tndsted in vain — on the contrary, con- 
siderable progress was made in the direction of landscape, 
perspective, and facial expression — it is true that, except- 
ing the works of two men, no masterpieces of art were 
produced. Ihese two, one coming in the middle of the 
period we have been dwelling upon, and the other just at 
its close, were Andrea Orcagna and Fra Angelico. 

Of the Orcagnas it is difficult to speak, as only a single 
fairly intact painting of Andrea’s remains, the altar-piece 
in S. Maria Novella. Here he reveals himself as a man of 
considerable endowment : as in Giotto, we have tactilo 
values, material significance; the figures artistically exist. 
But while this painting betrays no peculiar feeling for 
beauty of face and expression, the frescoes by Nardo in 
the same chapel, the one in particular representing Para- 
dise, have faces full of charm and grace. Although badly 
damaged, these mural paintings must always have had 
real artistic existence, great dignity of slow but rhythmic 
movement, and splendid grouping. They still convince us 
of tlieir high purpose. On the other hand, we are dis- 
appointed in Andrea’s sculptured tabernacle at Or Sam- 
michele, where the feeling for both material and spiritual 
significance is much lower. 

We are happily far better situated toward Fra Angelico, 
enough of whose works have come down to us to reveal 
not only his quality as an artist, but his character as a 
man. Perfect certainty of purpose, utter devotion to his 
task, a sacramental earnestness in performing it, are what 
the quantity and qtiality of his work together proclaim. It 
is true that Giotto’s profound feeling for either the mater- 
ially or the spiritually significant was denied him — and 
there is no possible compensation for the difference; but 
although his sense for the real was weaker, it yet extended 
to fields which Giotto had not touched. Like all the 
supreme artists, Giotto had no inclination to concern 
himself witli his attitude towards the significant, with his 
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feelings about it; the grasping and presentation of it suf- 
ficed him. In the weaker personality, the significant, 
vaguely perceived, is converted into emotion, is merely felt, 
and not realised. Over this realm of feeling Fra Angelico 
was the first great master. “ God’s in his heaven — all’s 
right with the world ” he felt with an intensity which pre- 
vented him from perceiving evil anywhere. When he was 
obliged to portray it, his imagination failed him and he 
became a mere child; his hells are bogy-land; his martyr- 
doms are enacted by children solemnly playing at martyr 
and executioner; and he nearly spoils one of the most 
impressive scenes ever painted — the great “ Crucifixion ” 
at San Marco — ^with the childish violence of St. Jerome’s 
tears. But upon the picturing of blitheness, of ecstatic 
confidence in God’s loving care, he lavished all the re- 
sources of his art. Nor were they small. 'Fo a power of 
rendering tactile values, to a sense for the significant in 
composition, inferior, it is true, to Giotto’s, but superior to 
the qualifications of any intervening painter. Fra Angelico 
added the charm of great facial beauty, the interest of 
vivid expression, the attraction of delicate colour. What 
in the whole world of art more rejuvenating than Angel- 
ico’s “ Coronation — the happiness on all the faces, the 
flower-like grace of line and colour, the childlike simplicity 
yet unqualifiable beauty of the composition? And all this 
in tactile values which compel us to grant the reality of 
the scene, although in a world where real people are 
standing, sitting, and kneeling we know not, and care not, 
on what. It is true, the significance of the event repre- 
sented is scarcely touched upon, but then how well Angel- 
ico communicates the feeling with which it inspired him ! 
Yet simple though he was as a person, simple and one- 
sided as was his message, as a product he was singularly 
complex. He was the typical painter of the transition from 
Medieval to Renaissance. The sources of his feeling are in 
the Middle Ages, but he enjoys his feelings in a way which 
is almost modern; and almost modern also are his means 
of expression. We are too apt to forget this transitional 
character of his, and, ranking him with the moderns, we 
*Now in the Museum of S. Marco. 
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count against him every awkwardness of action, and every 
lack of articulation in his figures. Yet both in action and 
in articulation he made great progress upon his precursors 
— so great that, but for Masaccio, who completely sur- 
passed him, we should value him as an innovator. More- 
over, he was not only the first Italian to paint a landscape 
that can be identified (a view of Lake Trasimene from 
Cortona), but the first to communicate a sense of the 
pleasantness of nature. How readily we feel the freshness 
and springtime gaiety of his gardens in the frescoes of the 
“ Annunciation ” and the “ Noli me tangere ” at San 
Marco ! 


IV 

Giotto born again, starting where death had cut short his 
advance, instantly making his own all that had been gained 
during his absence, and profiting by the new conditions, 
the new demands — imagine such an avatar, and you will 
understand Masaccio. 

Giotto we know already, but what w'ere the new condi- 
tions, the new demands? The medieval skies had been 
torn asunder and a new heaven and a new earth had 
appeared, which the abler spirits were already inhabiting 
and enjoying. Here new interests and new values prevailed. 
The tiling of sovereign price was the power to subdue and 
to create; of sovereign interest all that helped man to 
know the world he was living in and his power over it. 
To the artist the change offered a field of the freest acti- 
vity. It is always his business to reveal to an age its ideals. 
But what room was there for sculpture and painting — 
arts whose first purpose it is to make us realise the material 
significance of things — in a period like the Middle Ages, 
when the human body was denied all intrinsic signifi- 
cance? In such an age the figure artist can thrive, as 
Giotto did, only in spite of it, and as an isolated pheno- 
menon. In the Renaissance, on the contrary, the figure 
artist had a demand made on him such as had not been 
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made since the great Greek days, to reveal to a generation 
believing in man’s power to subdue and to possess the 
world, the physical types best fitted for the task. And as 
this demand was imperative and constant, not one, but a 
hundred Italian artists arose, able each in his own way to 
meet it — in their combined achievement, rivalling the art 
of the Greeks. 

In sculpture Donatello had already given body to the 
new ideals when Masaccio began his brief career, and in 
the education, the awakening, of the younger artist the 
example of the elder must have been of incalculable force. 
But a type gains vastly in significance by being presented 
in .some action along with other individuals of the same 
type; and here Donatello was apt, rather than to dr.iw his 
meed of profit, to incur loss by descending to the obvious 
— witness his bas-reliefs at Siena, Florence, and Padua. 
Masaccio was untouched by this taint. Types, in them- 
selves of the manliest, he presents with a sense for the 
materially significant which makes us realise to the utmost 
their power and dignity; and the spiritual significance thus 
gained he uses to give ihc highest import to the event he is 
portraying; this imjjort, in turn, gives a higher value to 
the types, and thus, whether we devote our attention to 
his types or to his action, Masaccio keeps us on a high 
plane of reality and .significance. In later painting we shall 
easily find greater science, greater craft, and greater per- 
fection of detail, but greater reality, greater significance, I 
venture to say, never. Dust-bitten and ruined though his 
Brancacci Chapel frescoes now are, I never see them 
without the strongest stimulation of my tactile conscious- 
ness. I feel that I could touch every figure, that it would 
yield a definite resistance to my touch, that I should have 
to expend thus much effort to displace it, that I could 
walk around it. In short, I scarcely could realise it more, 
and in real life I should scarcely realise it so well, the 
attention of each of us being too apt to concentrate itself 
upon some dynamic quality, before we have at all begun 
to realise the full material significance of the person before 
us. Then what strength to his young men, and what 
gravity and power to his old ! How quickly a race like 

l.P.R. E 
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this would possess itself of the earth, and brook no rivals 
but the forces of nature ! Whatever they do — simply be- 
cause it is they — is impressive and important, and every 
movement, every gesture, is world-changing. Compared 
with his figures, those in the same chapel by his precursor, 
Masolino, are childish, and those by his follower, Filippino, 
unconvincing and without significance, because without 
tactile values. Even Michelangelo, where he comes in 
rivalry, has, for both reality and significance, to take a 
second place. Compare his “ Expulsion from Paradise ” 
(in the Sixtine Chapel) with the one here by Masaccio. 
Michelangelo’s figures are more correct, but far less tang- 
ible and Ie.ss powerful; and while he represents nothing 
but a man warding off a blow dealt by a sword, and a 
woman cringing with ignoble fear, Masaccio’s Adam and 
Eve stride away from Eden heart-broken with shame and 
grief, hearing, perhaps, but not seeing, the angel hovering 
high overhead who directs their exiled footsteps. 

Masaccio, then, like Giotto a century earlier — himself 
the Giotto of an artistically more propitious world — viras, 
as an artist, a great master of the significant, and, as a 
painter, endowed to the highest degree with a sense of 
tactile values, and with a skill in rendering them. In a 
career of but few years he gave to Florentine painting 
the direction it pursued to the end. In many ways he 
reminds us of the young Bellini. Who knows? Had he but 
lived as long, he might have laid the foundation for a 
painting not less delightful and far more profound than 
that of Venice. As it was, his frc.scoes at once became, 
and for as long as there were real artists among them 
remained, the training school of Florentine painters. 


V 

Masaccio’s death left Florentine painting in the hands 
of two men older, and three somewhat younger than him- 
self, all men of great talent, if not of genius, each of whom 
— the former to the extent habits already formed would 



PAOLO UCCELLO 


67 

permit, the latter overwhelmingly — felt his influence. The 
older, who, but for Masaccio, would themselves have been 
the sole determining personalities in their art, were Fra 
Angelico and Paolo Uccello; the younger, Fra Filippo, 
Domenico Veneziano, and Andrea del Castagno. As these 
were the men who for a whole generation after Masaccio’s 
death remained at the head of their craft, forming the 
taste of the public, and communicating their habits and 
aspirations to their pupils, we at this point can scarcely do 
better than try to get some notion of each of them and of 
the general art tendencies they represented. 

Fra Angelico we know already as the painter who 
•devoted his life to picturing the departing medieval vision 
of a heaven upon earth. Nothing could have been farther 
from the purpose of Uccello and Castagno. Different as 
these two vv^ere from each other, they have this much in 
common, that in their works which remain to us, dating, 
it is true, from their years of maturity, there is no touch of 
medieval sentiment, no note of transition. As artists they 
belonged entirely to the new era, and they stand at the 
beginning of the Renaissance as types of two tendencies 
which were to prevail in Florence throughout the whole of 
the fifteenth century, partly supplementing and partly 
undoing the teaching of Masaccio. 

Uccello had a sense of tactile values and a feeling for 
colour, but in so far as he used these gifts at all, it was to 
illustrate scientific problems. His real passion was perspec- 
tive, and painting was to him a mere occasion for solving 
some problem in this science, and displaying his mastery 
over its difficulties. Accordingly he composed pictures in 
which he contrived to get as many lines as possible leading 
the eye inward. Prostrate horses, dead or dying cavaliers, 
broken lances, ploughed fields, Noah’s arks, are used by 
him, with scarcely an attempt at disguise, to serve his 
scheme of mathematically converging lines. In his zeal 
he forgot local colour — he loved to paint his horses green 
or pink — forgot action, forgot composition, and, it need 
scarcely be added, significance. Thus in his hattlc-pieces, 
instead of adequate action of any sort, we get the feeling 
of witnessing a show of stuffed figures whose mechanical 
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movements have been suddenly arrested by some clog in 
their wires ; in his fresco of the ‘‘ Deluge,” he has so covered 
his space with demonstrations of his cleverness in perspec- 
tive and foreshortening that, far from bringing home to 
us the terrors of a cataclysm, he at the utmost suggests 
the bursting of a mill-dam; and in the neighbouring fresco 
of the “ Sacrifice of Noah,” just as some capitally con- 
structed figures are about to enable us to realise the scene, 
all possibility of artistic pleasure is destroyed by our seeing 
an object in the air which, after some difficulty, we de- 
cipher as a human being plunging downward from the 
clouds. Instead of making this figure, w'hich, by the way, is 
meant to represent God the Father, plunge toward us, 
Uccello deliberately preferred to make it dash inward, 
away from us, thereby displaying his great skill in both 
perspective and foreshortening, but at the same time 
writing himself down as the founder of two families of 
painters w'hich have flourished ever since, the artists for 
dexterity’s sake — mental or manual, it scarcely matters — 
and the naturalists. As these two clans increa.scd rapidly 
in Florence, and, for both good and evil, greatly affected 
the whole subsequent course of Florentine painting, we 
must, before going farther, briefly define to ourselves 
dexterity and naturalism, and their relation to art. 

The essential in painting, especially in figure-painting, 
is, we agreed, the rendering of the tactile values of the 
forms ref)resentcd, because by this means, and this alone, 
can the art make us realise forms better than we do in life. 
The great painter, then, is, above all, an artist with a great 
sense of tactile values and great skill in rendering them. 
Now this sense, though it will increase as the man is re- 
vealed to himself, is something which the great painter 
possesses at the start, so that he is scarcely, if at all, aware 
of possessing it. I lis conscious effort is given to the means 
of rendering. It is of means of rendering, therefore, that 
he talks to others; and, because his triumphs here are 
hard-earned and conscious, it is on his skill in rendering 
that he prides himself. The greater the painter, the less 
likely he is to be aware of aught else in his art than 
problems of rendering- — but all the while he is communi- 
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eating what the force of his genius makes him feel without 
his striving for it, almost without his being aware of it, the 
material and spiritual significance of forms. However — his 
intimates hear him talk of nothing but skill; he seems to 
think of nothing but skill; and naturally they, and the 
entire public, conclude that his skill is his genius, and that 
skill i.r art. This, alas, has at all times been the too preval- 
ent notion of what art is, divergence of opinion existing 
not on the principle, but on the kind of dexterity to be 
prized, each generation, each critic, having an individual 
standard, based always on the several peculiar problems 
and difficulties that interest them. At Florence these in- 
verted notions about art were especially prevalent because 
it was a school of art with a score of men of genius and a 
thousand mediocrities all egging each other on to exhibi- 
tions of dexterity, and in their hot rivalry it was all the 
great geniuses could do to be faithful to their sense of 
significance. Even Masaccio was driven to exhibit his 
mere skill, the much admired and by itself wonderfully 
realised figure of a naked man trembling with cold being 
not only without real significance, but positively distracting, 
in the representation of a baptism. A weaker man like 
Paolo Uccello almost entirely sacrificed what sense of 
artistic significance he may have started with, in his eager- 
ness to display his skill and knowledge. As for the rabble, 
their work has now the interest of prize exhibitions at local 
art schools, and their number merely helped to accelerate 
the momentum with which Florentine art rushed to its 
end. But out of even mere dexterity a certain benefit to 
art may come. Men without feeling for the significant 
may yet perfect a thousand matters which make rendering 
easier and quicker for the man who comes with something 
to render, and when Botticelli and Leonardo and Michel- 
angelo appeared, they found their artistic patrimony in- 
creased in spite of the fact that since Masaccio there had 
been no man at all approaching their genius, I’his in- 
crease, however, was due not at all so much to the .sons of 
dexterity, as to the intellectually much nobler, but artistic- 
ally even inferior race of whom also Uccello was the 
ancestor — the Naturalists. 
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What is a Naturalist? I venture upon the following 
definition : A man with a native gift for science who has 
taken to art. His purpose is not to extract the material and 
spiritual significance of objects, thus communicating them 
to us more rapidly and intensely than we should perceive 
them ourselves, and thereby giving us a sense of heightened 
vitality; his purpose is research, and his communication 
consists of nothing but facts. From this perhaps too 
abstract statement let us take refuge in an example already 
touched upon — the figure of the Almighty in Uccello’s 
“ Sacrifice of Noah.” Instead of presenting this figure as 
coming towards us in an attitude and with an expression 
that will appeal to our sense of solemnity, as a man whose 
chief interest was artistic would have done — as Giotto, in 
fact, did in his “ Baptism ” — Uccello seems to have been 
possessed with nothing but the scientific intention to find 
out how a man swooping dovm head-foremost would have 
looked if at a given instant of his fall he had been sud- 
denly congealed and suspended in space. A figure like 
this may have a mathematical but certainly has no psycho- 
logical significance. Uccello, it is true, has studied every 
detail of this phenomenon and noted down his observa- 
tions, but because his notes happen to be in form and 
colour, they do not therefore constitute a work of art. 
Wherein does his achievement differ in quality from a 
coloured map of a country? We can easily conceive of a 
relief map of Cadore or Giverny on so large a scale, and 
so elaborately coloured, that it will be an exact reproduc- 
tion of the physical aspects of those regions, but never for 
a moment should we place it beside a landscape by Titian 
or Monet, and think of it as a work of art. Yet its relation 
to the Titian or Monet painting is exactly that of Uccello’s 
achievement to Giotto’s. What the scientist who paints — 
the naturalist, that is to say — attempts to do is not to give 
us what art alone can give us, the life-enhancing qualities 
of objects, but a reproduction of them as they are. If he 
succeeded, he would give us the exact visual impression of 
the objects themselves; but art, as we have already agreed, 
must give us not the mere reproductions of things but a 
quickened sense of capacity for realising them. Artistically, 
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then, the naturalists, Uccello and his numerous successors, 
accomplished nothing. Yet their efforts to reproduce ob- 
jects as they are, their studies in anatomy and perspective, 
made it inevitable that when another great genius did arise, 
he should be a Leonardo or a Michelangelo, and not a 
Giotto. 

Uccello, as I have .said, was the first representative of 
two strong tendencies in Florentine painting — of art for 
dexterity’s .sake, and art for scientific purposes. Andrea 
del Gastagno, while also unable to resist the fascination of 
mere science and dexterity, had too much artistic genius 
to succumb to either. He was endowed with great sense 
for the significant, althougli, it is true, not enough to save 
him completely from the j)itfalls which beset all Floren- 
tines, and even less from one more peculiar to himself — 
the tendency to communicate at any cost a feeling of 
power. I'o make us feel power as Masaccio and Michel- 
angelo do at their best is indeed an achievement, but it 
requires the highest genius and the profoundest sense for 
the significant. The moment this sense is at all lacking, 
the artist will not .succeed in conveying power, but such 
obvious manifestations of it as mere strength, or, worse 
still, the in.solencc not infrcfiuently accompanying high 
spirits. Now Gastagno, who succeeds well enough in one 
or two such single figures as his Cumacan Sibyl or his 
Farinata degli Uberti, which have great, if not the greatest, 
power, dignity, and even beauty, elsewhere condescends to 
mere swagger — as in his Pipo Spano or Niccolo di Tolen- 
tino~or to mere strength, zis in his “ Last Supper,” or, 
worse still, to actual brutality, as in his Santa Maria Nuova 
“ Crucifixion.” Nevertheless, his few remaining works lead 
us to suspect in him the greatest artist, and the most 
influential personality among the painters of the first 
generation after Masaccio. 
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VI 

To distinguish clearly, after the lapse of nearly five cen- 
turies, between Uccello and Castagno, and to determine 
the precise share each had in the formation of the Floren- 
tine school, is already a task fraught with difficulties. The 
scantiness of his remaining works makes it more than dif- 
ficult, makes it almost impossible, to come to accurate con- 
clusions regarding the character and influence of their 
contemporary, Domenico Veneziano. That he was an 
innovator in technique, in affairs of vehicle and medium, 
we know from Vasari; but as such innovations, indispens- 
able though they may become to painting as a craft, are 
in themselves questions of theoretic and applied chemistry, 
and not of art, they do not here concern us. His artistic 
achievements seem to have consisted in giving to the figure 
movement and expression, and to the face individuality. 
In his existing works we find no trace of sacrifice made to 
dexterity and naturalism, although it is clear that he must 
have been master of whatever science and whatever craft 
were prevalent in his day. Otherwise he would not have 
been able to render a figure like the St. Francis in his 
Uffizi altar-piece, where tactile values and movement ex- 
pressive of character — ^what we usually call individual gait 
— ^were perhaps for the first time combined; or to attain to 
such triumphs as his St. John and St. Francis, at Santa 
Croce, whose entire figures express as much fervour as their 
eloquent faces. As to his sense for the significant in the 
individual, in other words, his power as a portrait-painter, 
we have several heads to witntjss, ranking among the first 
great achievements in this kind of the Renaissance. 

No such difficulties as we have encountered in the study 
of Uccello, Castagno, and Veneziano meet us as we turn 
to Fra Filippo. His works are still copious, and many of 
them are admirably preserved; we therefore have every 
facility for judging him as an artist, yet nothing is harder 
than to appreciate him at his due. If attractiveness, and 
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attractiveness of the best kind, sufTiccd to make a great 
artist, then Filippo would be one of the greatest, greater 
perhaps than any other Florentine before Leonardo. 
Where sliall we find faces more winsome, more appealing, 
than in certain of his Madonnas — the one in the Uffizi, 
for instance — more momentarily evocative of noble feeling 
than in his Louvre altar-piece? Where in Florentine paint- 
ing is there anything more fascinating than the playfulness 
of his children, more poetic than one or two of his land- 
scapes, more charming than is at times his colour? And 
with all this, health, even robustness, and almost unfailing 
good-hurnour! Yet by themselves all these qualities con- 
stitute only a high-class illustrator, and such by native 
endowment I believe Fra Filif)po to have been. That he 
became more — very much more — is due rather to Masac- 
cio’s potent influence than to his own genius; for he had 
no profound sense of either material or spiritual signifi- 
cance— the essential qualifications of the real artist. Work- 
ing under the inspiration of Masaccio, he at times renders 
tactile values admirably, as in the Uffizi Madonna — but 
most frequently he betrays no genuine feeling for them, 
failing in his attempt to render them by the introduction 
of bunchy, billowy, calligraphic draperies. These, ac- 
quired from the late Giottesque painter (probably Lorenzo 
Monaco) who had been his first master, he seems to have 
prized as artistic elements no less than the tactile values 
which he attempted to adopt later, serenely unconscious, 
apparently, of their incomjiatibility. Filippo’s strongest 
impulse was not toward the pre-eminently artistic one of 
re-creation, but rather toward expression, and within that 
field, toward the expression of the pleasant, genial, spiritu- 
ally comfortable feelings of ordinary life. His real place 
is with the genre painters; only his genre was of the soul, 
as that of others — of Benozzo Gozzoli, for example — was 
of the body. Hence a sin of his own, scarcely less perni- 
cious than that of the naturalists, and cloying to boot — 
expression at any cost. 
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VII 

From the brief account just given of the four dominant 
personalities in Florentine painting from about 1430 to 
about 1460, it results that the leanings of the school during 
this interval were not artistic and artistic alone, but that 
there were other tendencies as well, tendencies on the one 
side, toward the exjiression of emotion (scarcely less liter- 
ary because in form and colour than if in words), and, on 
the other, toward the naturalistic reproduction of objects. 
We have also noted that while the former tendency was 
represented liy Filippo alone, the latter had Paolo Uccello, 
and all of Castagno and Veneziano that the genius of 
these two men would permit them to sacrifice to naturalism 
and science. To the extent, however, that they took side.s 
and were conscious of a distinct purpose, these also sided 
with Uccello and not with Filipfio. It may be agreed, 
therefore, that the main current of Florentine painting for 
a generation after Masaccio was naturalistic, and that con- 
sequently the impact given to the younger painters who 
during this period were starting in life, was mainly towards 
naturalism. Later, in studying Botticelli, we shall see how 
difficult it was for any one young at the time to escape this 
tide, even if by tcmjicramcnt farthest removed from 
scientific interests. 

Meanwhile we must continue our study of the natural- 
ists, but now of the second generation. I’heir number and 
importance from 14(10 to 1490 is not alone due to the fact 
that art education toward the beginning of this epoch was 
mainly naturalistic, but also to the real needs of a rapidly 
advancing craft, and even more to the character of the 
Florentine mind, the dominant turn of which was to 
science and not to art. But as there were then no profes- 
sions scientific in the stricter sense of the word, and as art 
of some form was the pursuit of a considerable proportion 
of the male inhabitants of Florence, it happened inevitably 
that many a lad with the natural capacities of a Galileo 
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was in early boyhood apprenticed as an artist. And as lie 
never acquired ordinary methods of scientific expression, 
and never had time for occupations not bread-winning, he 
was obliged his life long to make of his art both the sub- 
ject of his strong instinctive interest in science, and the 
vehicle of conveying his knowledge to others. 

This was literally the case with the oldest among the 
leaders of the new generation, Alcsso Baldovinctti, in whose 
scanty remaining works no trace of purely artistic feeling 
or interest can be discerned; and it is only less true of 
Alesso’s somewhat younger, but far more gifted contempo- 
raries, Antonio Pollaiuolo and Andrea Verrocchio. 'I’hcse 
also we should scarcely suspect of being more than men of 
science, if Pollaiuolo once or twice, and Verrocchio more 
frequently, did not dazzle us with works of almost supreme 
art, which, but for our readiness to believe in the manifold 
possibilities of Florentine genius, we should with exceeding 
difficulty accept as their creation — so little do they seem 
to result from their conscious striving. Alesso’s attention 
l>eing largely devoted to problems of vehicle — to the side 
of painting which is scarcely su[)erior to cookery — he had 
time for little else, although that spare time he gave to the 
study of landscape, in the rendering of which he was 
e.raong the innovators. Andrea and .Antonio set themselves 
the much worthier task of increasing on every side the 
effectiveness of the figure arts, of which, sculpture no less 
than painting, they aimed to be masters. 

To confine ourselves, however, as closely as we may to 
painting, and leaving aside for the present the question of 
colour, which, as I have already said, is, in Florentine art, 
of entirely subordinate importance, there were three direc- 
tions in which painting as Pollaiuolo and Verrocchio 
found it had greatly to advance before it could attain its 
maximum of effectiveness : landscape, movement, and the 
nude. Giotto had attempted none of these. The nude, of 
course, he scarcely touched ; movement he suggested admir- 
ably, but never rendered; and in landscape he was satis- 
fied with indications hardly more than symbolical, al- 
though quite adequate to his purpose, which was to con- 
fine himself to the human figure. In all directions Masac- 
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cio made immense progress, guided by his never-failing 
sense for material significance, which, as it led him to 
render the tactile values of each figure separately, com- 
pelled him also to render the tactile values of groups as 
wholes, and of their landscape surroundings — by prefer- 
ence, hills so shaped as readily to stimulate the tactile 
imagination. For what he accomplished in the nude and 
in movement, we have his “ Expulsion ” and his “ Man 
Trembling with Cold ” to witness. But in his works neither 
landscape nor movement nor the nude are as yet distinct 
sources of artistic pleasure — that is to say, in themselves 
life-enhancing. Although we can well leave the nude until 
we come to Michelangelo, who was the first to completely 
realise its distinctly artistic possibilities, we cannot so well 
dispense with an inquiry into the sources of our aesthetic 
pleasure in the representation of movement and of land- 
scape, as it was in these two directions — in movement by 
Pollaiuolo especially, and in landscape by Baldovinetti, 
Pollaiuolo, and Verrocchio — that the great advances of 
this generation of Florentine painters were made. 


VIII 

Turning our attention first to movement — ^whlch, by the 
way, is not the same as motion, mere change of place — we 
find that we realise it just as we realise objects, by the 
stimulation of our tactile imagination, only that here touch 
retires to a second place before the muscular feelings of 
varying pressure and strain. I sec (to take an example) 
two men wrestling, bvit unless my retinal impressions arc 
immediately translated into images of strain and pressure 
in my muscles, of resistance to my weight, of touch all 
over my body, it means nothing to me in terms of vivid 
experience — not more, perhaps, than if I heard someone 
say “Two men are wrestling.” Although a wrestling 
match may, in fact, contain many genuinely artistic ele- 
ments, our enjoyment of it can never be quite artistic; we 
are prevented from completely realising it not only by our 
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dramatic interest in the game, but also, granting the possi- 
bility of being devoid of dramatic interest, by the succes- 
sion of movements being too rapid for us to realise each 
completely, and too fatiguing, even if realisable. Now if a 
way could be found of conveying to us the realisation of 
movement without the confusion and the fatigue of the 
actuality, we should be getting out of the wrestlers more 
than they themselves can give us — the heightening of 
vitality which comes to us whenever we keenly realise life, 
such as the actuality itself would give us, plus the greater 
effectiveness of the heightening brought about by the 
clearer, in tenser, and less fatiguing realisation. This is 
precisely what tlie artist who succeeds in representing 
movement achieves : making us realise it as we never can 
actually, he gives us a heightened sense of capacity, and 
whatever is in the actuality enjoyable, he allows us to 
enjoy at our leisure. In words already familiar to us, he 
extracts the significance of movements, just as, in render- 
ing tactile values, the artist extracts the corporeal signi- 
ficance of objects. His task is, however, far more difficult, 
although less indispensable : it is not enough that he 
should extract the values of what at any given moment is 
an actuality, as is an object, but what at no moment really 
is — namely movement. He can accomplish his task in only 
one way, and that is by so rendering the one particular 
movement that we .shall be able to reali.se all other move- 
ments that the same figure may make. “ He is grappling 
with his enemy now,” I say of my wrestler. “ What a 
pleasure to be able to realise in my own muscles, on my 
own chest, with my own arms and legs, the life that is in 
him as he is making his supreme effort ! What a pleasure, 
as I look away from the reijrcscntation, to realise in the 
same manner, how after the contest his mirsclcs will relax, 
and rest trickle like a refreshing stream through his 
nerves!” All this I shall be made to enjoy by the artist 
who, in representing any one movement, can give me the 
logical sequence of visible strain and pressure in the ])arts 
and muscles. 

It is just here that the scientific spirit of the Florentine 
naturalists was of immense service to art. This logic of 
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sequence is to be attained only by great, although not 
necessarily more than empiric, knowledge of anatomy, 
such perhaps as the artist pure would never be inclined to 
work out for himself, but just such as would be of absorb- 
ing interest to those scientists by temperament and artists 
by profession whom we have in Pollaiuolo and, to a less 
extent, in Verrocchio. We remember how Giotto contrived 
to render tactile values. Of all the possible outlines, of all 
the possible variations of light and shade that a figure may 
have, he selected those that we must isolate for sjiecial 
attention when we are actually realising it. If, instead 
of figure, we say figure in movement, the .same statement 
applies to the way Pollaiuolo rendered movement — with 
this dilTerence, however, that he had to render what in 
actuality we never can perfectly isolate, the line and light 
and shade most significant of any given action. I’his the 
artist must construct himself out of his dramatic feeling 
for pres.sure and strain and his ability to articulate the 
figure in all its logical sequences, for, if he would convey 
a sense of movement, he must give the line and the light 
and shade which will best render not tactile values alone, 
but the sequences of articulations. 

It would be difficult to find more effective illustration of 
all that has just been said about movement than one or 
two of Pollaiuolo’s own works, which, in contrast to most 
of his achievements, where little more than effort and 
research are visible, are really masterpieces of life-com- 
municating art. Let us look first at his engraving known 
as the “ Battle of the Nudes.” What is it that makes us 
return to this sheet with ever renewed, ever increased 
pleasure? Surely it is not the hideous faces of most of the 
figures and their scarcely less hideous bodies. Nor is it the 
pattern as decorative design, which is of great beauty 
indeed, but not at all in proportion to the spell exerted 
upon us. Least of all is it — for most of us — an interest in 
the technique or history of engraving. No, the pleasure we 
take in these savagely battling forms arises from their 
power to directly communicate life, to immensely heighten 
our sense of vitality. Look at the combatant prostrate on 
the ground and his assailant bending over, each intent on 
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Stabbing the other. See how the prostrate man plants his 
foot on the thigh of his enemy, and note the tremendous 
energy he exerts to keep off the foe, who, turning as upon 
a pivot, with his grip on the other’s head, exerts no less 
force to keep the advantage gained. I’hc significance of all 
these muscular strains and pressures is so rendered that we 
cannot help realising them; we imagine ourselves imitating 
all the movements, and exerting the force required for 
them — and all without the least ('ffort on our side. If all 
this without moving a muscle, what should we feel if we 
too had exerted ourselves ! And thus while under the spell 
of this illusion — this hyper-resthesia not bought with drugs, 
and not paid for with cheques drawn on our vitality — we 
feel as if the elixir of life, not our own sluggish blood, 
were coursing tlirough our veins. 

Let us look now at an even greater triumph of movement 
than the Nudes, Pollaiuolo’s “Hercules Strangling An- 
taeus.” As you realise the suction of Hercules’ grip on the 
earth, the swelling of his calves with the pressure that falls 
on them, the violent throw'ing back of his chest, the stifling 
force of his embrace; as you realise the supreme effort of 
Antaeus, with one hand crushing down upon the 
head and the other tearing at the arm of Hercule.s, 
you feel as if a fountain of energy had sprung up 
under your feet and were playing through your veins, 
I cannot refrain from mentioning still another masterpiece, 
this time not only of movement, but of tactile values and 
personal beauty as well — Pollaiuolo’s “ David ” at Berlin. 
7'he young warrior has sped his stone, cut off the giant’s 
head, and now he strides over it, his graceful, slender 
figure still vibrating with the rapidity of his triumph, ex- 
pectant, as if fearing the ease of it. What lightness, what 
buoyancy we feel as we realise the movement of this 
wonderful youth ! 
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IX 

In all that concerns movement, Verrocchio was a learner 
from Pollaiuolo rather than an initiator, and he probably 
never attained his master’s proficiency. We have unfor- 
tunately but few terms for comparison, as the only paint- 
ings which can be with certainty ascribed to Verrocchio 
are not pictures of action. A drawing, however, like that 
of his angel, in the British Museum, wliich attempts as 
much movement as the Hercules by Pollaiuolo, in the same 
collection, is of obviously inferior quality. Yet in sculp- 
ture, along w’ith w'orks which are valuable as harbingers of 
Leonardo rather than for any intrinsic perfection, he 
created two such masterpieces of movement as the “ Child 
with the Dol|)hin ” in the courtyard of the Palazzo 
Vecchio, and the Colleoni monument at Venice — the 
latter sinning, if at all, by an over-exuberance of move- 
ment, by a step and swing too suggestive of drums and 
trumpets. But in landscape Verrocchio was a decided 
innovator. To understand what new elements he intro- 
duced, we must at this point carry out our determination 
to inquire into the source of our pleasure in landscape 
painting; or rather — to avoid a subject of vast extent for 
which this is not the place — of landscape painting as 
practised by the Florentines. 

Before Verrocchio, his precursors, first Alesso Baldo- 
vinetti and then Pollaiuolo, had attempted to treat land- 
scape as naturalistically as painting would permit. Their 
ideal was to note it dowm with absolute correctness from 
a given point of view; their subject almost invariably the 
Valdarno; their achievement, a bird’s-eye view of this 
Tuscan paradise. Nor can it be denied that this gives 
|)leasure, but the pleasure is only such as is conveyed by 
tactile values. Instead of having the difficulty we should 
have in nature to distinguish clearly points near the 
horizon’s edge, w^e here see them perfectly and without an 
effort, and in consequence feel great confirmation of 
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capacity for life. Now if landscape were, as most people 
vaguely believe, a pleasure coming through the eyes alone, 
then the Pollaiuolesque treatment could be equalled by 
none that has followed, and surpassed only by Rogier van 
der Weyden, or by the quaint German “ Master of the 
Lyversberg Passion,^* who makes us see objects miles away 
with as great a precision and with as much intensity of 
local colour as if we were standing off from them a few 
feet. Were landscape really this, then nothing more inar- 
tistic than gradation of tint, atmosphere, and plein air, 
all of which help to make distant objects less clear, and 
therefore tend in no way to heighten our sense of capacity. 
But as a matter of fact the jileasure we take in actual 
landscape is only to a limited extent an affair of the eye, 
and to a great extent one of unusually intense well-being. 
The painter’s problem, therefore, is not merely to render 
the tactile values of the visible objects, but to convey, 
more rapidly and unfailingly than nature would do, the 
consciousness of an unusually intense degree of well-being. 
This task — the communication by means purely visual of 
feelings occasioned chiefly by sensations non-visual — is of 
such difficulty that, until recently, successes in the render- 
ing of what is peculiar to landscape as an art, and to 
landscape alone, were accidental and sporadic. Only now, 
in our own days, may painting be said to be grappling with 
this problem seriously; and perhaps we arc already at the 
dawn of an art which will have, to what has hitherto been 
called landscape, the relation of our music to the music of 
the Greeks or of the Middle Ages. 

Verrocchio was, among Florentines at least, the first to 
feel that a faithful reproduction of the contours is not 
landscape, that the painting of nature is an art distinct 
from the painting of the figure. He scarcely knew where 
the difference lay, but felt that light and atmosphere play 
an entirely different part in each, and that in landscape 
these have at least as much importance as tactile values. 
A vision of plein air, vague I must grant, seems to have 
hovered before him, and, feeling his powerlessness to cope 
with it in full effects of light such as he attempted in his 
earlier pictures, he deliberately chose the twilight hour, 
I.P.R. P 
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when, in Tuscany, on fine days, the trees stand out almost 
black against a sky of light opalescent grey. To render 
this subduing, soothing effect of the coolness and the dew 
after the glare and dust of the day — the effect so match- 
lessly given in Gray’s “ Elegy ” — seemed to be his first 
desire as a painter, and in presence of his “ Annunciation ” 
(in the Uffizi), we feel that he succeeded as only one other 
Tuscan succeeded after him, that other being his own 
pupil Leonardo.^ 


X 

It is a temptation to hasten on from Pollaiuolo and Ver- 
rocchio to Botticelli and I^conardo, to men of genius as 
artists reappearing again after two generations, men who 
accomplished with scarcely an effort what their precursors 
had been toiling after. But from these it would be even 
more difficult than at present to turn back to painters of 
scarcely any rank among the world’s great artists, and of 
scarcely any importance as links in a chain of evolution, 
but not to be passed by, partly because of certain qualities 
they possess, and partly because their names would be 
missed in an account, even so brief as this, of Florentine 
painting. The men I chiefly refer to, one most active 
tow'ard the middle and the other toward the end of the 
fifteenth century, are Benozzo Gozzoli and Domenico 
Ghirlandaio. Although they have been rarely coupled 
together, they have much in common. Both were, as 
artists, little more than mediocrities with almost no genu- 
ine feeling for what makes painting a great art. The real 
attractiveness of both lies entirely outside the sphere of 
pure art, in the realms of genre illustration. And here the 
likeness between them ends; within their common ground 
they differed widely. 

Benozzo was gifted with a rare facility not only of 

^ The author still believes that this picture was painted in 
Verrocchio’s shop. Not by himself, however, but by Leonardo with 
the assistance of Credi. 
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execution but of invention, with a spontaneity, a fresh- 
ness, a liveliness in telling a story that wake the child in 
us, and the lover of the fairy tale. Later in life his more 
precious gifts deserted him, but who wants to resist the 
fascination of his early works, painted, as they scern, by 
a Fra Angelico who had forgotten heaven and become 
enamoured of the earth and the spring-time? In his 
Riccardi Palace frescoes he has sunk already to portray- 
ing the Florentine apprentice’s dream of a holiday in the 
country on St. John’s Day; but what a naive ideal of 
luxury and splendour it is ! With these, the glamour in 
which he saw the world began to fade away from him, 
and in his Pisan works we have, it is true, many a quaint 
bit of genre (superior to Teniers only because of superior 
associations), but never again the fairy tale. And as the 
better recedes, it is replaced by the worse, by the bane of 
all genre painting, non-significant detail, and positive bad 
taste. Have London or New York or Berlin worse to 
show us than the jumble of buildings in his ideal of a great 
city, his picture of Babylon? It may be said he here con- 
tinues medieval tradition, which is quite true; but this fact 
indicates his place, which, in spite of his adopting so 
many of the fifteenth-century improvements, is not with 
the artists of the Renaissance, but with the story-tellers 
and costumed fairy-tale painters of the transition, with 
Spinello Arctino and Gentile da Fabriano, for instance. 
And yet, once in a while, he renders a head with such 
character or a movement with such ease that we wonder 
whether he had not in him, after all, the making of a real 
artist. 

Ghirlandaio was born to far more science and cunning 
in painting than was current in Benozzo’s early years, and 
all that industry, all that love of his occupation, all that 
talent even, can do for a man, they did for him; but 
unfortunately he had not a spark of genius. He appre- 
ciated Masaccio’s tactile values, Pollaiuolo’s movement, 
Verrocchio’s effects of light, and succeeded in so sugaring 
down what he adopted from these great masters that the 
superior philistine of Florence could say : “ There now is 
a man who knows as much as any of the great men, but 
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can give me something that I can really enjoy!” Bright 
colour, pretty faces, good likenesses, and the obvious 
{Everywhere — attractive and delightful, it must be granted, 
but, except in certain single figures, never significant. I^et 
us glance a moment at his famous frescoes in Santa Maria 
Novella. To begin with, they are so undecorative that, in 
spite of the tone and surface imparted to them by four 
centuries, they still suggest so many tableaux vivants 
pushed into the wall side by side, and in tiers. Then the 
compositions arc as overfilled as the sheets of an illustrated 
newspaper — witness the “ Massacre of the Innocents,” a 
scene of such magnificent artistic possibilities. Finally, 
irrelevant episodes and irrelevant groups of portraits do 
what they can to distract our attention from all higher 
significance. Look at the “Birth of John”; Ginevra dei 
Benci stands there, in the very foreground, staring out at 
you as stiff as if slic had a photographer’s iron behind her 
head. An even larger group of Florentine housewives in 
all their finery disfigures the “ Birth of the Virgin,” which 
is further spoiled by a bas-relief to show off tlie painter’s 
acquaintance with the antique, and by the figure of the 
serving maid who pours out water, with the rush of a 
whirlwind in her skirts — this to show off skill in the render- 
ing of movement. Yet elsewhere, as in his “ Epiphany ” in 
the Uffizi, Ghirlandaio has undeniable charm, and occa- 
sionally in portraits his talent, here at its highest, rises 
above mediocrity, in one instance, the fresco of Sassetti 
in Santa Trinita, becoming almost genius. 


XI 

All that Giotto and Masaccio had attained in the render- 
ing of tactile values, all that Fra Angelico or Filippo had 
achieved in expression, all that Pollaiuolo had accom- 
plished in movement, or Verrocchio in light and shade, 
Leonardo, without the faintest trace of that tentativeness, 
that painfulness of effort which characterised his imme- 
diate precursors, equalled or surpassed. Outside Velaz- 
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quez, and perhaps, when at their best, Rembrandt and 
Degas, we shall seek in vain for tactile values so stimulat- 
ing and so convincing as those of his “ Monna Lisa ” ; out- 
side Degas, we shall not find such supreme mastery over 
the art of movement as in the unfinished “ Epiphany ” in 
the Uffizi; and if Leonardo has been left far behind as a 
painter of light, no one has succeeded in conveying by 
means of light and shade a more penetrating feeling of 
mystery and awe than he in his “ Virgin of the Rocks.” 
Add to all this a feeling for beauty and significance that 
have scarcely ever been approached. Where again youth 
so poignantly attractive, manhood so potently virile, old 
age so dignified and possessed of the world’s secrets ! Who 
like Leonardo has depicted the mother’s happiness in her 
child and the child’s joy in being alive; who like Leonardo 
has portrayed the timidity, the newness to experience, the 
delicacy and refinement of maidenhood; or the enchant- 
ress intuitions, the inexhaustible fascination of the woman 
in her years of mastery? Look at his many sketches for 
Madonnas, look at his profile drawing of Isabella d’Este, 
or at the "Belle Joconde” and see whether elsewhere you 
find tlieir equals. Leonardo is the one artist of whom it 
may be said with perfect literalness : Nothing that he 
touched but turned into a thing of eternal beauty. Whether 
it be the cross-section of a skull, the structure of a weed, 
or a study of muscles, he, with his feeling for line and for 
light and shade, forever transmuted it into life-communi- 
cating values; and all without intention, for most of these 
magical sketches were dashed off to illustrate purely scien- 
tific matter, which alone absorbed his mind at the moment. 

And just as his art is life-communicating as is that of 
scarcely another, so the contemplation of his personality is 
life-enhancing as that of scarcely any other man. Think 
that great though he was as a painter, he was no less 
renowned as a sculptor and architect, musician and impro- 
viser, and that all artistic occupations whatsoever were in 
his career but moments snatched from the pursuit of 
theoretical and practical knowledge. It would seem as if 
there were scarcely a field of modern science but he either 
foresaw it in vision or clearly anticipated it, scarcely a 
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realm of fruitful speculation of which he was not a free* 
man ; and as if there were hardly a form of human energy 
which he did not manifest. And all that he demanded of 
life was the chance to be useful! Surely, such a man 
brings us the gladdest of all tidings — the wonderful pos- 
sibilities of the human family, of whose chances we all 
partake. 

Painting, then, was to Leonardo so little of a preoccupa- 
tion that we must regard it as merely a mode of expression 
used at moments by a man of universal genius, who re- 
curred to it only when he had no more absorbing occupa- 
tion, and only when it could express what nothing else 
could, the highest spiritual through the highest material 
significance. And great though his mastery over his craft, 
his feeling for significance was so much greater that it 
caused him to linger long over his pictures, labouring to 
render the significance he felt but which his hand could 
not reproduce, so that he rarely finished them. We thus 
have lost in quantity, but have we lost in quality? Could 
a mere painter, or even a mere artist, have seen and felt as 
Leonardo? We may w'ell doubt. We are too apt to regard 
a universal genius as a number of ordinary brains somehow 
conjoined in one skull, and not always on the most neigh- 
bourly terms. We forget that genius means mental energy, 
and that a Leonardo, for the self-same reason that prevents 
his being merely a painter — the fact that it does not ex- 
haust a hundredth part of his energy — will, when he does 
turn to painting, bring to bear a power of seeing, feeling, 
and rendering, as utterly above that of the ordinary painter 
as the “ Monna Lisa ” is above, let us say, Andrea del 
Sarto’s “Portrait of his Wife,” No, let us not join in the 
reproaches made to Leonardo for having painted so little; 
because he had much more to do than to paint, he has left 
all of us heirs to one or two of the supremest wwks of art 
ever created. 
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XII 

Never pretty, scarcely ever charming or even attractive; 
rarely correct in drawing, and seldom satisfactory in 
colour; in types ill favoured; in feeling acutely intense and 
even dolorous — what is it then that makes Sandro Botti- 
celli so irresistible that now'adays wc may have no alter- 
native but to worship or abhor him? The secret is this, 
that in European painting there has never again been an 
artist so indifferent to representation and so intent upon 
presentation. Educated in a period of triumphant natur- 
alism, he plunged at first into mere representation with 
almost self-obliterating earnestness; the pupil of Fra Fil- 
ippo, he was trained to a love of spiritual genre; him- 
self gifted w'ith strong instincts for the significant, he was 
able to create such a type of the thinker as in his fresco 
of St. Augustin; yet in his best years he left everything, 
even spiritual significance, behind him, and abandoned 
himself to the presentation of those qualities alone which in 
a picture are directly life-communicating, and life-enhanc- 
ing. Those of us who care for nothing in the w'ork of art 
but what it represents are either pow-^erfully attracted or 
repelled by his unhackneyed types and quivering feeling; 
but if we arc such as have an imagination of touch and of 
movement that it is easy to stimulate, we feel a pleasure in 
Botticelli that few, if any, other artists can give us. Long 
after we have exhausted both the intensest sympathies and 
the most violent antipathies with which the representative 
elements in his pictures may have inspired us, we are only 
on the verge of fully appreciating his real genius. This in 
its happiest moments is an unparalleled power of perfectly- 
combining values of touch with values of movement. 

Look, for instance, at Botticelli’s “ Venus Rising from 
the Sea.” Throughout, the tactile imagination is roused 
to a keen activity, by itself almost as life-heightening as 
music. But the power of music is even surpassed where, as 
in the goddess’s mane-like tresses of hair fluttering to the 
wind, not in disorderly rout but in masses yielding only 
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after resistance, the movement is directly lifc-communi- 
cating. The entire picture presents us with the quintessence 
of all that is pleasurable to our imagination of touch and 
of movement. How we revel in the force and freshness of 
the wind, in the life of the wave ! And such an appeal he 
always makes. His subject may be fanciful, as in the 
“Realm of Venus” (the “Spring”); religious, as in the 
Sixtine Chapel frescoes or in the “ Coronation of the 
Virgin”; political, as in the recently discovered “Pallas 
Taming a Centaur”; or even crudely allegorical, as in the 
Louvre frescoes — no matter how unpropitious, how ab- 
stract the idea, the vivid appeal to our tactile sense, the 
life-communicating movement is always there. Indeed, at 
times it seems that the less artistic the theme, the more 
artistic the fulfilment, the painter being impelled to give 
the utmost values of touch and movement to just those 
figures which are liable to be read off as merely empty 
symbols. I'hus, on the figure representing political dis- 
order — the Centaur — in the “ Pallas,” Botticelli has lav- 
ished his most intimate gifts. He constructs the torso and 
flanks in such a way that every line, every indentation, 
every boss appeals so vividly to the sense of touch that 
our fingers feel as if they had everywhere been in contact 
with his body, while his face gives to a still heightened 
degree this convincing sense of reality, every line function- 
ing perfectly for the osseous structure of brow, nose, and 
cheeks. As to the hair — imagine shapes having the sup- 
reme life of line you may see in the contours of licking 
flames, and yet possessed of all the plasticity of something 
which caresses the hand that models it to its own desire I 
In fact, the mere subject, and even representation in 
general, was so indifferent to Botticelli, that he appears 
zdinost as if haunted by the idea of communicating the 
unembodied values of touch and movement. Now there is 
a way of rendering even tactile values with almost no body, 
and that is by translating them as faithfully as may be into 
values of movement. For instance — ^we want to render 
the roundness of a wrist without the slightest touch of 
either light or shade ; we simply give the movement of the 
wrist’s outline and the movement of the drapery as it falls 
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over it, and the roundness is communicated to us almost 
entirely in terms of movement. But let us go one step 
farther. Take this line that renders the roundness of the 
wrist, or a more obvious example, the lines that render 
the movements of the tossing hair, the fluttering draperies, 
and the dancing waves in the “Birth of Venus” — take 
these lines alone with all their power of stimulating our 
imagination of movement, and what do we have? Pure 
values of movement abstracted, unconnected with any 
representation whatever. This kind of line, then, being 
the quintessence of movement, has, like the essential ele- 
ments in all the arts, a power of stimulating our imagina- 
tion and of directly communicating life. Well ! imagine an 
art made up entirely of these quintessences of movement- 
values, and you will have something that holds the same 
relation to representation that music holds to speech — and 
this art exists, and is called linear decoration. In this art of 
arts Sandro Botticelli may have had rivals in Japan and 
elsewhere in the East, but in Europe never. To its de- 
mands he was ready to sacrifice everything that habits 
acquired under Filippo and Pollaiuolo — ^and his employ- 
ers! — would permit. The representative element was for 
him a mere libretto : he was happiest when his subject 
lent itself to translation into what may be called a linear 
symphony. And to this symphony ever>'thing w'as made to 
yield; tactile values were translated into values of move- 
ment, and, for the same reason — to prevent the drawing 
of the eye inward, to permit it to devote itself to the 
rhythm of the line — the backgrounds were either entirely 
suppressed or kept as simple as possible. Colour also, with 
almost a contempt for its representative function, Botti- 
celli entirely subordinated to his linear scheme, compelling 
it to draw attention to the line, rather than, as is usual, 
away from it. 

This is the explanation of the value put upon Botti- 
celli's masterpieces. In some of his later works, such as 
the Dresden predelle, we have, it is true, bacchanals rather 
than symphonies of line, and in many of his earlier paint- 
ings, in the “ Fortezza,” for instance, the harness and 
trappings have so disguised Pegasus that we scarcely 
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know him from a cart-horse. But the painter of the 
“ Venus Rising from the Sea,” or the “ Spring,” or of 
the Villa Lcmmi frescoes is the greatest artist of linear 
design that Europe has ever had. 


XIII 

Leonardo and Botticelli, like Michelangelo after them, 
found imitators but not successors. To communicate more 
material and spiritual significance than Leonardo would 
have taken an artist with deeper feeling for significance; 
to get more music out of design than Botticelli would 
have required a painter with even greater passion for the 
re-embodiment of the pure essences of touch and move- 
ment. There were none such in Florence, and the follow- 
ers of Botticelli — Leonardo’s were all Milanese, and do not 
here concern us — could but imitate the patterns of their 
master : the patterns of the face, the patterns of the com- 
position, and the patterns of the line; dragging them down 
to their own level, sugaring them down to their own 
palate, slowing them down to their own insensitiveness for 
what is life-communicating. And although their produc- 
tions, which were nothing but translations of great man’s 
art into average man’s art, became popular, as was inevit- 
able, with the average man of their time (who compre- 
hended them better and felt more comfortable in their 
presence than in that of the originals which he respectfully 
admired but did not so thoroughly enjoy), nevertheless we 
need not dwell on these popularisers nor on their popu- 
larisations — not even on Filippino, with his touch of 
consumptive delicacy, nor Raffaelino del Garbo, with his 
glints of never-to-be-fulfilled promise. 

Before approaching the one man of genius left in 
Florence after Botticelli and Leonardo, before speaking of 
Michelangelo, the man in whom all that was most peculiar 
and much that was greatest in the striving of Florentine 
art found its fulfilment, let us turn for a moment to a few 
painters who, just because they were men of manifold 
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talent, might elsewhere almost have become masters. Fra 
Bartolommeo, Andrea del Sarto, Pontormo, and Bronzino 
vs^ere perhaps no less gifted as artists than Palma, Boni- 
fazio Veronese, Lotto, and Tintoretto; but their talents, 
instead of being permitted to flower naturally, were 
scorched by the passion for showing oflf dexterity, blighted 
by academic ideals, and uprooted by the whirlwind force 
of Michelangelo. 

Fra Bartolommeo, who in temperament was delicate, 
refined, graceful, and as a painter had a miniaturist’s 
feeling for the dainty, w'as induced to desert his lovely 
women, his exquisite landscape, and his gentleness of 
expression for figures constructed mechanically on a colos- 
sal scale, or for effects of the round at any cost. And as 
evil is more obvious than good, Bartolommeo, the painter 
of that masterpiece of colour and light and shade, of 
graceful movement and charming feeling, the “ Madonna 
with the Baptist and St. Stephen ” in the Cathedral at 
Lucca, Bartolommeo, the dainty deviser of the tiny Mel- 
chett “ Nativity,” Bartolommeo, the artificer of a hundred 
masterpieces of pen drawing, is almost unknown; and to 
most people Fra Bartolommeo is a sort of synonym for 
pomposity. He is known only as the author of physically 
colossal, spiritually insignificant prophets and apostles, or, 
perchance, as the painter of pitch-dark altar-pieces : this 
being the reward of devices to obtain mere relief. 

Andrea del Sarto approached perhaps as closely to a 
Giorgione or a Titian as could a Florentine, ill at ease in 
the neighbourhood of Leonardo and Michelangelo. As 
an artist he was, it is true, not endowed with the profound- 
est sense for the significant, yet within the sphere of 
common humanity who has produced anything more genial 
than his “ Portrait of a Lady ” with a Petrarch in her 
hands? Where out of Venetia can we find portraits so 
simple, so frank, and yet so interpretive as his “ Sculptor,” 
or as his various portraits of himself — these, by the way, 
an autobiography as complete as any in existence, and 
tragic as few? Almost Venetian again is his “St. James” 
caressing children, a work of the sweetest feeling. Even in 
colour effect, and technique, how singularly close to the 
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best Venetian painting is his “ Dispute about the Trinity *’ 
— ^what blacks and whites, what greys and purplish browns ! 
And in addition, tactile values peculiar to Florence — 
what a back St. Sebastian’s ! But in a work of scarcely 
less technical merit, the “ Madonna of the Harpies,” we 
already feel the man not striving to get the utmost out of 
himself, but panting for the grand and magnificent. Even 
here he remains almost a great artist, because his natural 
robustness comes to his rescue; but the “Madonna” is 
too obviously statuesque, and, good saints, pray why all 
these draperies? 

The obviously statuesque and draperies were Andrea’s 
devices for keeping his head above water in the rising tide 
of the Michelangelesque. As you glance in sequence at the 
Annunziata frescoes, on the whole so full of vivacity, gaiety, 
and genuine delight in life, you see from one fresco to 
another the increased attention given to draperies. In the 
Scalzo series, otherwise masterpieces of tactile values, the 
draperies do their utmost to smotlier the figures. Most of 
these paintings are closed in with ponderous forms which 
have no other purpose than to serve as a frame, and as 
clothes-horses for draperies : witness the scene of Zacha- 
rias in the temple, wherein none of the bystanders dare 
move for fear of disturbing their too obviously arranged 
folds. 

Thus by constantly sacrificing first spiritual, and then 
material significance to pose and draperies, Andrea loses 
all feeling for the essential in art. What a sad spectacle is 
his “Assumption,” wherein the Apostles, the Virgin her- 
self, have nothing better to do than to show off draperies ! 
Instead of feeling, as in the presence of I'itian’s “ Assunta,” 
rapt to heaven, you gaze at a number of tailor’s men, 
each showing how a stuff you are thinking of trying looks 
on the back, or in a certain effect of light. But let us not 
end on this note; let us bear in mind that, despite all his 
faults, Andrea painted the one “ Last Supper ” which can 
be looked at with pleasure after Leonardo’s. 

Pontormo, who had it in him to be a decorator and 
portrait-painter of the highest rank, was led astray by 
his awe-struck admiration for Michelangelo, and ended as 
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an academic constructor of monstrous nudes. What he 
could do when expressing himself, we see in the lunette at 
Poggio a Caiano, as design, as colour, as fancy, the freshest, 
gayest, most appropriate mural decoration now remaining 
in Italy; what he could do as a portrait-painter, we see in 
his wonderfully decorative panel of Cosimo dei Medici at 
San Marco, or in his portrait of a “ Lady with a Dog ” (at 
Frankfort), perhaps the first portrait ever painted in which 
the sitter’s social position was insisted upon as much as 
the personal character. What Pontormo sank to, we see in 
such a riot of meaningless nudes, all caricatures of Michel- 
angelo, as his “ Martyrdom of Forty Saints.” 

Bronzino, Pontormo’s close follower, had none of his 
master’s talent as a decorator, but happily much of his 
power as a portrait-painter. Would he had never at- 
tempted anything else ! The nude without material or 
spiritual significance, with no beauty of design or colour, 
the nude simply because it was the nude, was Bronzino’s 
ideal in composition, and the result is his “ Christ in 
Limbo.” But as a portrait-painter he took up the note 
struck by his master and continued it, leaving behind him 
a series of portraits which not only had their effect in 
determining the character of Court painting all over 
Europe, but, what is more to the point, a series of portraits 
most of which are works of art. As painting, it is true, 
they are hard, and often timid; but their air of distinction, 
their interpretive qualities, have not often been surpassed. 
In his U^i portraits of Eleonora di Toledo, of Prince 
Ferdinand, of the Princess Maria, we seem to see the 
prototypes of Velazquez’s queens, princes, and princesses : 
and for a fine example of dignified rendering of character, 
look in the Sala Baroccio of the Uffizi at a bust of a young 
woman with a missal in her hand. 


XIV 

The great Florentine artists, as we have seen, were, with 
scarcely an exception, bent upon rendering the material 
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significance of visible things. I’his, little though they may 
have formulated it, was the conscious aim of most of them; 
and in proportion as tliey emancipated themselves from 
ecclesiastical dominion, and found among their employers 
men capable of understanding them, their aim became 
more and more conscious and their striving more energetic. 
At last appeared the man who was the pupil of nobody, the 
heir of everybody, who felt profoundly and powerfully 
what to his precursors had been vague instinct, who saw 
and expressed the meaning of it all. The seed that pro- 
duced him had already flowered into a Giotto, and once 
again into a Masaccio; in him, the last of his race, bom 
in conditions artistically most propitious, all the energies 
remaining in his stock were concentrated, and in him 
Florentine art had its logical culmination. 

Michelangelo had a sense for the materially significant 
as great as Giotto’s, or Masaccio’s, but he possessed means 
of rendering, inherited from Donatello, Pollaiuolo, Ver- 
rocchio, and Leonardo — means that had been undreamt of 
by Giotto or even by Masaccio. Add to this that he saw 
clearly what before him had been felt only dimly, that 
there was no other such instrument for conveying material 
significance as the human nude. This fact is as closely 
dependent on the general conditions of realising objects 
as tactile values are on the psychology of sight. We realise 
objects when we perfectly translate them into terms of our 
own states, our own feelings. So obviously tme is this, 
that even the least poetically inclined among us, because 
we keenly realise the movement of a railway train, to take 
one example out of millions, speak of it as going or 
running, instead of rolling on its wheels, thus being no less 
guilty of anthropomorphising than the most unregenerate 
savages. Of this same fallacy we are guilty every time 
we think of anything whatsoever with the least warmth — 
we are lending this thing some human attributes. The 
more we endow it with human attributes, the less we 
merely know it, the more we realise it, the more does it 
approach the work of art. Now there is one and only one 
object in the visible universe which we need not anthro- 
pomorphise to realise — ^and that is man himself. His move- 
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ments, his actions, arc the only things we realise without 
any myth-making effort — directly. Hence, there is no 
visible object of such artistic possibilities as the human 
body; nothing with which we are so familiar; nothing, 
therefore, in which we so rapidly perceive changes; no- 
thing, then, which if represented so as to be realised more 
quickly and vividly than in life, will produce its effect 
with such velocity and power, and so strongly confirm our 
sense of capacity for living. 

Values of touch and movement, we remember, are the 
specifically artistic qualities in figure painting (at least, as 
practised by the Florentines), for it is through them chiefly 
that painting directly heightens life. Now while it remains 
true that tactile values can, as Giotto and Masaccio have 
for ever established, be admirably rendered on the draped 
figure, yet drapery is a hindrance, and, at the best, only 
a way out of a difficulty, for we feci it masking the really 
significant, which is the form underneath. A mere painter, 
one who is satisfied to reproduce what everybody sees, and 
to paint for the fun of painting, will scarcely comprehend 
this feeling. His only significant is the obvious — in a figure, 
the face and the clothing, as in most of the portraits 
manufactured nowadays. The artist, even when compelled 
to paint draped figures, will force the drapery to render 
the nude, in other words the material significance of the 
human body. But how much more clearly will this signi- 
cance shine out, how much more convincingly will the 
character manifest itself, when between its perfect render- 
ing and the artist nothing intervenes ! And this perfect 
rendering is to be accomplished with the nude only. 

If draperies are a hindrance to the conveyance of tactile 
values, they make the perfect rendering of movement next 
to impossible. To realise the play of muscle everywhere, to 
get the full sense of the various pressures and resistances, 
to receive the direct inspiration of the energy expended, 
we must have the nude; for here alone can we watch those 
tautnesses of muscle and those stretchings and relaxings 
and ripplings of skin which, translated into similar strains 
on our own persons, make us fully realise movement. Here 
alone the translation, owing to the multitude and the 
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clearness of the appeals made, is instantaneous, and the 
consequent sense of increased capacity almost as great as 
can be attained ; while in the draped figure we miss all the 
appeal of visible muscle and skin, and realise movement 
only after a slow translation of certain functional outlines, 
so that the sense of capacity which we receive from the 
perception of movement is increased but slightly. 

We are now able to understand why every art whose 
chief preoccupation is the human figure must have the 
nude for its chief interest; why, also, the nude is the most 
absorbing problem of classic art at all times. Not only is it 
the best vehicle for all that in art which is directly life- 
confirming and life-enhancing, but it is itself the most 
significant object in the human world. The first person 
since the great days of Greek sculpture to comprehend 
fully the identity of the nude with great figure art was 
Michelangelo. Before him it had been studied for scien- 
tific purposes — as an aid in rendering the draped figure. 
He saw that it was an end in itself, and the final purpose 
of his art. For him the nude and art were synonymous. 
Here lies the secret of his successes and his failures. 

First, his successes. Nowhere outside of the best Greek 
art shall we find, as in Michelangelo’s works, forms whose 
tactile values so increase our sense of capacity, whose 
movements are so directly communicated and inspiring. 
Other artists have had quite as much feeling for tactile 
values alone — Masaccio, for instance; others still have had 
at least as much sense of movement and power of render- 
ing it — Leonardo, for example; but no other artist of 
modern times, having at all his control over the materially 
significant, has employed it as Michelangelo did, on the 
one subject where its full value can be manifested — the 
nude. Hence of all the achievements of modern art, his 
are the most invigorating. Surely not often is our imagi- 
nation of touch roused as by his Adam in the “ Creation,” 
by his Eve in the “ Temptation,” or by his many nudes in 
the same ceiling of the Sixtine Chapel — there for no other 
purpose, be it noted, than their direct tonic effect! Nor 
is it less rare to quaff such draughts of unadulterated 
energy as we receive from the “God Creating Adam,” 
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the “ Boy Angel ” standing by Isaiah, or— to choose one 
or two instances from his drawings (in their own kind the 
greatest in existence) — the “ Gods Shooting at a Mark ” or 
the “ Hercules and the Lion.” 

And to this feeling for the materially significant and all 
this power of conveying it, to all this more narrowly artis- 
tic capacity, Michelangelo joined an ideal of beauty and 
force, a vision of a glorious but possible humanity, which, 
again, has never had its like in modern times. Manliness, 
robustness, effectiveness, the fulfilment of our dream of a 
great soul inhabiting a beautiful body, we shall encounter 
nowhere else so frequently as among the figures in the 
Sixtine Chapel. Michelangelo completed what Masaccio 
had begun, the creation of the type of man best fitted to 
subdue and control the earth, and, who knows ! perhaps 
more than the earth. 

But unfortunately, though born and nurtured in a world 
where his feeling for the nude and his ideal of humanity 
could be appreciated, he passed most of his life in the 
midst of tragic disasters, and while yet in the fullness of 
his vigour, in the midst of his most creative years, he found 
himself alone, perhaps the greatest, but alas ! also the last 
of the giants born so plentifully during the fifteenth 
century. He lived on in a world he could not but 
despise, in a world which really could no more employ 
him than it could understand him. He was not 
allowed, therefore, to busy himself where he felt most 
drawn by his genius, and, much against his own strongest 
impulses, he was obliged to expend his energy upon such 
subjects as the “ Last Judgement.” His later works all 
show signs of the altered conditions, first in an overflow 
into the figures he was creating of the scorn and bitterness 
he was feeling, then in the lack of harmony between his 
genius and what he was compelled to execute. His passion 
was the nude, his ideal power. But what outlet for such a 
passion, what expression for such an ideal could there be 
in subjects like the “ Last Judgement,” or the “ Crucifixion 
of Peter ” — subjects which the Christian world impera- 
tively demanded should incarnate the fear of the humble 
and the self-sacrifice of the patient? Now humility and 
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patience were feelings as unknown to Michelangelo as to 
Dante before him, or, for that matter, to any other of the 
world’s creative geniuses at any time. Even had he felt 
them, he had no means of expressing them, for his nudes 
could convey a sense of power, not of weakness; of terror, 
not of dread; of despair, but not of submission. And 
terror the giant nudes of the “ Last Judgement ” do feel, 
but it is not terror of the Judge, who, being in no wise 
different from the others, in spite of his omnipotent ges- 
ture, seems to be announcing rather than willing what the 
bystanders, his fellows, could not unwill. As the repre- 
sentation of the moment before the universe disappears in 
chaos — Gods huddling together for the Gotterdammerung 
— the “ Last Judgement ” is as grandly conceived as pos- 
sible : but when the crash comes, none will survive it, not 
even God. Michelangelo therefore failed in his conception 
of the subject, and could not but fail. But where else in 
the whole world of art shall we receive such blasts of 
energy as from this giant’s dream, or, if you will, night- 
mare? For kindred reasons the “Crucifixion of Peter” is 
a failure. Art can be only life-communicating and life- 
enhancing. If it treats of pain and death, these must 
always appear as manifestations and as results only of 
living resolutely and energetically. What chance is there, I 
ask, for this, artistically the only possible treatment, in the 
representation of a man crucified with his head down- 
wards? Michelangelo could do nothing but make the 
bystanders, the executioners, all the more life-communi- 
cating, and therefore inevitably more sympathetic 1 No 
wonder he failed here ! W'hat a tragedy, by the way, that 
the one subject perfectly cut out for his genius, the one 
subject which required none but genuinely artistic treat- 
ment, his “ Bathers,” executed forty years before these last 
works, has disappeared, leaving but scant traces! Yet 
even these suffice to enable the competent student to re- 
cognise that this composition must have been the greatest 
masterpiece in figure art of modern times. 

That Michelangelo had faults of his own is undeniable. 
As he got older, and his genius, lacking its proper outlets, 
tended to stagnate and thicken, he fell into exaggerations 



MICHELANGELO 


99 

—exaggerations of power into brutality, of tactile values 
into feats of modelling. No doubt he was also at times as 
indifferent to representation as Botticelli ! But while there 
is such a thing as movement, there is no such thing as tac- 
tile values without representation. Yet he seems to have 
dreamt of presenting nothing but tactile values; hence 
his many drawings with only the torso adequately treated, 
the rest unheeded. Still another result from his passion for 
tactile values. I have already suggested that Giotto’s 
types were so massive because such figures most easily 
convey values of touch. Michelangelo tended to similar 
exaggerations, to making shoulders, for instance, too broad 
and too bossy, simply because they make thus a more 
powerful appeal to the tactile imagination. Indeed, I 
venture to go even farther, and suggest that his faults in 
all the arts, sculpture no less than painting, and architec- 
ture no less than sculpture, are due to this self-same pre- 
dilection for salient projections. But the lover of the 
figure arts for what in them is genuinely artistic and 
not merely ethical, will in Michelangelo, even at his worst, 
get such pleasures as, excepting a few, others, even at their 
best, rarely give him. 

In closing, let us note what results clearly even from this 
brief account of the Florentine school, namely that, al- 
though no Florentine merely took up and continued a pre- 
decessor’s work, nevertheless all, from first to last, fought 
for the same cause. There is no opposition between Giotto 
and Michelangelo. The best energies of the first, of the 
last, and of all the intervening great Florentine artists were 
persistently devoted to the rendering of tactile values, or of 
movement, or of both. Now successful grappling with 
problems of form and of movement is at the bottom of all 
the higher arts; and because of this fact, Florentine paint- 
ing, despite its many faults, is, after Greek sculpture, the 
most serious figure art in existence. 
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THE CENTRAL 
ITALIAN PAINTERS 

The consistent pursuit of the Florentine painters was 
form and movement; of the Venetians, splendour and 
harmony of colour ; what did the Central Italians contri- 
bute to the magic of Renaissance art? Rarely does colour 
penetrate the senses and warm the heart more quickly than 
in certain frescoes or panels of Simone Martini or Gentile 
da Fabriano, of Perugino or Raphael. Yet even these 
great masters could be at times indifferent, or, indeed, 
harsh, while their inferiors have slight merit as colourists. 
Seldom have problems of form and movement been better 
solved than by Signorelli; but he had few, if any, fol- 
lowers. It is not with the magicians in colour and the 
creators in form that the Central Italian Painters, as a 
school, hold high rank. What is it, then, that gives them 
their place not only with the greatest, but with the most 
popular names in art? Our present quest, if successful, 
will yield an answer. 


I 

Every time we see an object we carry away in our memory 
some shadow of its shape and colour. This ghost of 
animate or inanimate things, passing under the name of 
“visual image,” haunts different minds in different de- 
grees. Some people scarcely recognise its presence, al- 
though they know it exists; others can at will conjure up 
shadows so defined that they, in their turn, evoke emotions 
after their kind, and tinged with the poignancy of the 
feelings aroused by the objects themselves; still others need 
only shut their eyes to see absent shapes with the vividness 
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and warmth of direct retinal impressions. Strictly speak- 
ing, each person varies from every other in the richness of 
his visual images, but for our purpose it suffices to distri- 
bute all people into the three classes we have just defined. 
Of the first, we say that they visualise badly, or not at all; 
of the second, that they visualise fairly; of the third, tfiat 
they visualise perfectly. 

The course of art would probably have been a very dif- 
ferent one if people had never visualised at all, or had 
always visualised perfectly. Had we no faculty whatever 
for calling up the shapes of things, it might never have 
given us pleasure to see mere reproductions of them. Why 
should it? Nor should we be any more likely to care for 
mere reproductions if we had within ourselves the faculty 
of calling up at will perfect visual images. But most of us 
belong to the second class — those who have a moderate 
power of visualising. When objects are named, some 
image of them looms up in our minds. It is, however, apt 
to be so vague, so elusive, that it tantalises rather than 
satisfies. After a vain effort to fix the image of an absent 
friend, the crudest manual reproduction may be pounced 
upon with pleasure, and a photograph seem the friend 
himself; for almost anything may be more complete and 
more vivid than our indwelling picture of him. 

All this would be different if we visualised perfectly. At 
the mention of a friend’s name we should see him almost 
as if he were present — nay, more — as we have seen him 
at a hundred significant moments. Not one, but a thousand 
sweet shades of himself hover past, each greeting us as our 
friend; and at will, as mood inspires, we fix upon this or 
that as his best and faithfullest lieutenant in our affection. 
Should we still care for the mere reproduction of his like- 
ness? Granting that the reproduction, as such, were per- 
fect, it would be one, and only one, moment in the flux of 
his life. Any other instant would represent him perhaps 
equally well. But does the single moment represent him at 
all? Even the single images we have of him each take 
colour and warmth from the others. The mere reproduc- 
tion of our friend would hardly please us, because it could 
convey one only of his manifold aspects, an aspect which. 
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even then, would be inferior to any one single image of 
him in our own minds. The pleasure in mere likeness is, in 
fact, the outcome of a feeble power of visualising, and but 
for this might never have been known. 

Now conceive of an art that could have had no purpose 
in helping out our actual visualising, each one of our 
images being perfect. What could such an art have done 
to please us through the channel of our eyes? It still 
would have had two broad domains, one of which we 
shall call Illustration, and the other Decoration. Both 
terms need explanation, if not apology. By Decoration I 
mean all tho.sc elements in a work of art which appeal 
directly to the senses, such as Colour and Tone; or directly 
stimulate ideated sensations, such as, for instance, Form 
and Movement. The word has never deliberately been 
used in quite so wide a sense; indeed, it is one of the 
vaguest and least hedged-in terms of our language; but as 
the tendency for some time past has been to make it 
designate all in a work of art that is not merely expressive, 
or academic, or dexterous, we shall not be imposing upon 
it too hard a burden if we make it convey the full meaning 
I have given it. 

A definition of Illustration now follows as a matter of 
course : it is all that which, in a work of art, is not Decora- 
tive. But this definition is too negative, too verbal, to 
satisfy. We must make it more concrete. The current use 
of the word is at once too comprehensive, and, as I shall 
try to show, too narrow. Raphael’s illustrations to tlie 
Bible in the loggia of the Vatican cannot be illustrations in 
the same sense as are the photographic views which com- 
monly embellish magazine articles on travel. We all feel 
the difference; but in what does it really consist? The 
answer will appear if we stop to consider what each does 
for us. The view being a mere reproduction, we regard it 
as a fact, and not as art at all. It may give pleasure, but 
only to such as crave either for knowledge, or for greater 
precision of visual imagery. Raphael’s frescoes reproduce 
nothing which was ever seen in that precise form in the 
world about us, either by himself or by anyone else. They 
convey no information. But do they also do nothing for 
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our visualising? On the contrary, they stock our minds 
with images. Images of what — of scenes that never took 
place? Just so. But surely these are not the visual images 
we .spoke of a little while ago, which we agreed were but 
shadows in the mind of things actually seen? What, then, 
are they? 

Ultimately they also are shadows of things actually seen, 
but combined, blended, and composed in the artist’s mind 
under the spell of the Bible narrative. I'he process which 
went on in Raphael’s brain takes place in all of us who 
visualise with any ease. Every word tends to evoke an 
image, and as we read we are accompanied by an ever 
unfolding scroll of vague and evanescent shapes — blend- 
ings and fusings of the shadows dwelling within — which 
correspond to the sense of the phrases. Even if this pano- 
rama in our own minds lacked nothing in distinctness, we 
still should get a certain pleasure from the images conjured 
up by the same words in another mind; not, as in the case 
of very poor visualisers, because we longed for greater pre- 
cision of imagery, but simply for the reason that the 
imaginary picture can never be quite the same in any two 
minds. And what if another mind is stocked with shadows 
of shapes in themselves superior to those of our individual 
world; what if that mind also possesses a more effective 
power of fusing and blending these images, already more 
attractive than ours? Let that person read the Old Testa- 
ment, or contemplate anything that can possibly have its 
graphic counterpart, and pictures will troop past his mental 
vision which, could we but see them, would reveal higher 
conceptions and deeper meanings than we ourselves had 
found, would thrill us with the contagious presence of an 
imagination — here and at the moment, at least — richer, 
wanner, and completer than our own. 

But how does a mental picture like this become a work 
of art? The answer would seem simple enough : before 
the mental image becomes a work of art it must be copied 
exactly in marble or on canvas. But is that really all? 
Most people would unhesitatingly say yes. They would 
define art as the faithful reproduction of things in them- 
selves beautiful, or of the fused and blended images of 
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such things. The old talk of the ideal, the new talk of 
the temperament, Aristotle and Zola, nestle comfortably 
in this basket. And the common difficulty, the difference 
between a photograph and such a work of art as, for 
example, a portrait by Watts, most people would explain 
by saying that the one reproduces a single image of a 
person, the other reproduces a composite formed by a 
mind of exceptional power. And thus great art would be 
defined not as the blind imitation of nature, but as the 
reproduction of the visual images haunting great minds. 

There are some people, however, who would not rest 
happy in this definition. Mere reproduction, they would 
say, is not art, no matter how beautiful and exalted the 
object reproduced. The pleasure this gives, they would 
add, is not artistic, but aesthetic in a more general sense, or 
perhaps only intellectual; and they would insist on making 
a difference betw'een a thing in itself beautiful (or a beauti- 
ful mental picture) on the one hand, and on a work of art 
on the other. They would insist also on distinguishing 
between the terms “ aesthetic ” and “ artistic,” allowing 
the meaning of the first to include the second, but confin- 
ing “ artistic ” to designate that pleasure only which is 
derived from a conscious appreciation of the quality that 
makes the difference between objects, or mental images — 
in themselves beautiful — and works of art having the quali- 
ties which I have called Decorative. They would not deny 
that a work of art might gain from the character of the 
object, or of the mental image reproduced, but they 
would uphold that its specific value as Art was perfectly 
distinct from, and but slightly dependent upon, the value of 
the original. They would go even farther and say that 
the work of art, as such, had comparatively little to gain 
from the attractiveness of the object represented, but that 
the artist could enhance and glorify almost any object that 
lent itself to his treatment. Mere reproductions of things, 
no matter how exalted in themselves, no matter whether of 
objects in actual existence, or of the sublimest visions of 
the sublimest imaginations, they would speak of as “ Litera- 
ture” — and I, disagreeing with them only in phrase, as 
Illustration. 
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At last we have seen the definition we have been seek- 
ing. Illustration is everything which in a work of art 
appeals to us, not for any intrinsic quality, as of colour or 
form or composition, contained in the work of art itself, 
but for the value the thing represented has elsewhere, 
whether in the world outside, or in the mind within. If a 
work of art have no intrinsic value whatever, or if we 
fail to perceive it, for us it is nothing but an Illustration, 
and it does not matter whether it be drawn, engraved, or 
coloured on sheets of paper, or painted on a f)anel or wall. 
Raphael and Michelangelo, Leonardo and Giorgione, if 
we perceive in them no qualities except such as, in the 
realms of actual or ideal things, belong to the images set 
down in their paintings, arc as much mere Illustrators as 
the hacks who furnish designs for the popular press. In 
the domain of Illustration, there are, it is true, whole 
universes of difference between the illustrations of the 
great men just named and the illustrations of the nameless 
folk of to-day, but from this point of view they are all mere 
Illustrators. 

“ Illustration,” as I .shall employ the word, is, then, 
somewhat narrower, and, at the same time, considerably 
wider a term than the current use, which confines it to art 
as subordinated to letterpress. It will exclude mere repro- 
duction of single perceptions of objects, too formless to 
give pleasure to any but the quite uncultivated, for whom 
simple recognition is already a delight. It will comprise, 
on the other hand, the mere reproduction of all those 
visual images, no matter how elaborate and significant, and 
no matter in what shapes they are cast, of which the form 
has no intrinsic merit of its own that we more or less 
consciously perceive. 


II 

Now it is no academic reaspn which has led me, at the 
opening of a small book on the Central Italian Painters, to 
speak of visual images, and to distinguish clearly in the 
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work of art between Decoration and Illustration. It is a 
steep short-cut — would we had had the leisure to build a 
broad, gently climbing highway ! — which, once bravely 
over, places us where we shall understand a great deal 
that otherwise would have for ever puzzled and perplexed 
us. 

What more perplexing, for example, than the veerings 
of fashion, or even of taste? It makes scornful sceptics of 
most, and forces upon the few who still believe, the alter- 
native of silence or paradox. De gustibus non est disputan- 
dum is a maxim no less maintained now than in more 
barbarous ages. It is true, politeness forbids pushing too 
far a discussion on matters of taste; but if such questions 
were of enough consequence to compel attention, and if 
we could communicate our views without fear of offend- 
ing, is it so certain that we should arrive at no conclusions? 
I think not. Fortunately it is not our business here and 
now to make the perilous attempt. But one thing, at least, 
must be made clear at once. It is this. The question of 
preference in art is not at all the same that it is in life. 
Life makes different demands from generation to genera- 
tion, from decade to decade, from year to year, nay, from 
day to day, and hour to hour. Our attention is stretched 
with the utmost interest toward those things that will help 
us to satisfy these demands, and with admiration toward 
those of our fellows who, without crowding or hindering 
us, have perfectly satisfied them. As the demands, so the 
objects of our desire and our admiration vary. And as the 
objects of desire and admiration are altered, so will the 
subject-matter of the arts change. It cannot be otherwise. 
But depth of conception and attractiveness of ideal are, as 
we have seen, all that the greater number of even culti- 
vated people care for in the arts; and, this being so, art 
must either present the current conceptions and ideals, or 
fail of a result in which even a restricted public will 
take an interest. Now the fluctuation of the ideal can 
affect those elements only in the work of art in which the 
ideal can be obviously manifest — in the Illustrative part. 
But this, as we have agreed, is far from being the whole, 
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or even the more essential factor in art. There remain 
all the Decorative elements which mere change in the 
ideal cannot touch, for the good reason that the ideal can 
be adequately presented without them. All, therefore, in 
the work of art which distinguishes it from the mere mental 
image, all the Decorative elements, the more essential 
elements, as I believe, are above the revolutions of fashion 
and taste. Ages may arise which lack even the few who in 
better periods have a feeling for Art as distinct from 
Illustration or dexterity, and they are ages of bad taste — 
not of different taste. .Some may prefer Guido Reni to 
Botticelli, the Caracci to Giorgione, and Bouguereau to 
Puvis de Chavannes, but let them not fancy that their 
preference rests on artistic grounds. The truth is that the 
elements essential to a painting as a work of art are beyond 
their perception, and that they look in a picture for 
nothing but a representation of something that would 
please them in actual life, or perhaps for the exhibition 
of a kind of skill that they happen to appreciate. (There 
are a thousand standards whereby one’s tastes in matters 
of actual life may be judged, but as none of them are 
purely artistic, they are not my concern just here.) 

Thus our rough division of the elements that constit- 
tute the work of art and divide it into two classes, the one 
Illustrative and the other Decorative, has already been of 
service. It has enabled us to distinguish what is subject to 
change and fashion from what is permanent in the work 
of art. The Decorative elements, the intrinsic values, are 
as perdurable as the psychic processes themselves, which, 
as we have reason to believe, vary only in degree from 
age to age, but in kind remain the same through all time. 
But Illustration changes from epoch to epoch with the 
contents of the mind, the visual part of which it repro- 
duces, and it is as varied as are races and individuals. 

It follows, then, as a clear ccnclusion that a phase of 
art which contains few if any except Illustrative elements 
will tend to pass away with the ideals it reproduces; also, 
that if we do not perceive the Decorative factors in the 
work of art (which yet may exist there in spite of our 
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incapacity) we shall cease caring for it the moment we are 
tired of the phase of life or feeling or thought which it 
embodies. 


Ill 

And now, for the present at all events, we can cease from 
abstractions and definitions, and turn in earnest to the 
Central Italian Painters. They were, as we agreed at the 
outset, not always enchanting in colour, and seldom great 
in form, yet one or another branch of their school has 
ever retained the attention, I will not say of the most 
artistic, but certainly of the most cultivated public. We 
shall now understand the reason. I’he Central Italian 
Painters were not only among the profoundest and grand- 
est, but among the most pleasing and winning Illustrators 
that we Europeans ever have had. I hey saw and repro- 
duced visions which have embodied the aspirations, the 
ideals, of two distinct epochs. Of these epochs, the first, 
the Middle Age, is so far behind us that to most of us its 
desires and ideals are no longer comprehensible, and the 
art which embodies them, losing for all but a few what- 
ever glamour and spell it once had as Illustration, has 
faded into the dullness of documents recording dead things. 
But in the other epoch we are living still, and the forms 
which first expressed its cravings and aspirations answer as 
well to-day as when they were conceived in the mind of 
Raphael, four hundred years ago. 

We shall begin with that school of Central Italian 
painting w'hich illustrates the Middle Ages. The practice 
in Italy of the graphic arts had probably never been inter- 
rupted since the early days of their origin, and it would be 
a tedious task to pursue their course throughout its whole 
length, now stagnating, then dwindling, and finally almost 
disappearing, until they gushed forth again, fed by vigor- 
ous unsearched springs. Was it Etrurian genius reviving? 
Was it wafted over seas from Byzantium, or did it come 
from over the mountains, from the smiling fields of 
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France? Let historians find answers to these fascinating 
questions. For our interest lies not in the origin, but in the 
enjoyment, of the work of axt, and for enjoyment it is 
enough to know that painting as an art was flowering 
toward the end of the thirteenth century within the walls 
of “ soft Siena,” then, as always, sorceress and queen 
among Italian cities. 

The first flower of this new growth, the flower from 
whose seed all Sienese art sprang, was Duccio di Buon- 
insegna. For this reason, and because he was so typical 
of his time and school, and anticipated so much that was 
characteristic of all Central Italian Painters — for all these 
considerations, we must dwell on him at some length. 

All that the medieval mind demanded of a painter, 
Duccio perfectly fulfilled. It was the chief business of the 
medieval artist to re-write the stories of the Saviour, and 
of His immaculate Mother, in pictographs so elaborate that 
even the most unlettered could read them. At the same 
time these pictographs were intended to be offered up as a 
sacrifice, along with all the rest of the furnishing and actual 
decoration of God’s holy house, and for this they were to 
be as resplendent as gold and skill could make them. In 
the hands of a man of genius the pictograph could trans- 
form itself into great Illustration, and the sacrifice into 
great Decoration. Did they suffer this change at the hands 
of Duccio? "" 

Let us look for answer at the paintings on the reredos 
that once enclosed with splendour the altar of as proud a 
temple as Christendom could show. Now it moulders away 
in the museum outside the Cathedral of Siena, without 
interest for men, and consequently no longer a fit sacrifice 
to God. Their metallic lustre, the green and gold, give to 
these panels such an aspect of subdued sumptuousness as 
we expect not from paintings, but from bronze reliefs — 
from Ghiberti’s “ Gates of Paradise.” For the person who 
approaches them with all his theories safely put to sleep, 
and his mind on the alert for the distinguishing notes in 
what he is about to perceive, there is a glamour com- 
pounded of sensuous appeal and spiritual association in 
the first flash of this mysterious wt^k^^ Iti^is^JW^ the,bjj^^ 
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of some priceless illuminated manuscript, inlaid with ivory, 
adorned with gold, and set with precious stones. As you 
look closer, it is as if you had turned the covers of a book 
wherein you behold a scries of splendid Illustrations. The 
long-familiar stories are here retold with a simplicity, a 
clearness, and a completeness that, alongside of the blurred 
images these tales usually evoked, must have seemed to 
most of Duccio’s contemporaries like the buoyant sparkle 
of the morning after groping dark. And not this alone : 
Duccio did not merely furnish the best attainable picto- 
graphs. He gave the stories he told all the value that he, as 
a man of genius, felt in them; he lifted his spectators to 
his own level of perception. 

Let us glance at a few of these scenes. In a palace at 
the end of two rows of pondering thought-vexed grey- 
beards, sits a majestic boy. On the left a woman and an 
old man entering lift up their hands in amazement and 
reproach. Never has the story of “Christ among the 
Doctors ” found a fitter illustration. Not a figure too 
much; nothing trivial, yet not a touch to lift it beyond 
human sympathy. Attitude, gesture, and expression can 
do no more for the theme. 

Another scene : Christ addresses His disciples before 
He bends to wash their feet. He sits facing them, hieratic, 
majestic, and they look as if, though they have known 
Him long, for the first time He is now revealed to them. 
Fervour of ecstatic credence, the pathetic yearning to lift 
one’s self up, to comprehend, to make one’s own the 
good manifested for too brief a moment, have perhaps 
never again been so convincingly rendered. Expression — 
and, be it noted, individual expression, for here are dif- 
ferent ages and different temperaments — ^has never been a 
more obedient handmaid of the gift for sublime interpre- 
tation. 

In the next panel we sec the disciples looking on while 
Christ washes Peter’s feet. Consternation, almost horror, 
is on their faces, and incredulity withal, as if they cannot 
believe the evidence of their eyes. Christ is all pity and 
humility. Peter holds his hand to his head as if to make 
sure of his own identity. 
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It would be easy to fill the rest of this little book with 
descriptions of the scarcely surpassable triumphs of inter- 
pretation and expression to be met with in this one reredos 
of Duccio’s. But one or two instances more must suffice. 
We see Christ, resplendent now in robes all gold, leaping 
through the gates of hell to deliver from limbo the patri- 
archs and prophets. They troop up to the mouth of the 
black cavern, majestic greybeards, with the yearning ex- 
pectancy of thousands of years lingering on their faces. 
Then, on earth, it is Easter Day, and as the light is break- 
ing over the jagged rocks, the three Marys approach the 
tomb, and start back as they behold its lid swung open 
and upon it a white-stoled angel, radiant and glorious. I 
know no more impressive rendering of this most marvellous 
of all subjects. To the drama of expression and gesture, 
Duccio adds the drama of light, with all its transfiguring 
magic. A bronzed purple glow flashes through the thin 
air, and we feel the vivifying cool of the dayspring. 

Expression, then, and interpretation, grandeur of con- 
ception, and depth of feeling — the qualities most essential 
to great Illustration — Duccio possessed to the utmost, and 
this implies that he had sufficient control also of form and 
movement to render his effects. There remain two other 
requisites without which the art of Illustration limps rather 
than leaps. These are Grouping and Arrangement. That 
Duccio possessed both these in addition to his other gifts 
we shall be persuaded if we look at several more panels of 
the Sienese reredos. 

Let us turn first to a subject which demands dramatic 
action and many actors — the “ Betrayal of Judas.” 
Motionless, in the middle of the foreground, we see the 
figure of Christ. The slim and supple judas entwines Him 
in an embrace, while the lightly clad soldiers lay hands on 
Him, the guard crowd round Him, and the Pharisee 
elders, at the sight of His face, which betrays no feeling 
but pity, start back in horrified consternation. Meanwhile, 
on the left, hot-tempered Peter rushes at a soldier with his 
knife, and, on the right, the disciples in a crowded flock 
scurry away, only the most courageous venturing to look 
back. We have here two masses of men, and in each the 
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action and expression are kept so clear that to mistake 
them would imply sheer want of wits. In another panel, 
representing the “ Incredulity of Thomas,” Christ, with 
right arm uplifted, appears baring the wound in His side 
to the impudent touch of His doubting disciple. These 
two figures stand out by themselves, and to right and left, 
more crowded on one side, more scattered on the other, 
stand the remaining disciples, so arranged that we get the 
expression on each face. 

That Duccio could make us realise space, depth, and 
distance we must have noticed already while looking at 
such scenes as the “ Marys at the I’omb ” or the “ Be- 
trayal,” but it will not be out of place to add to these a 
couple of signal instances. First we turn to a bit of genre 
which Duccio has introduced into the midst of all this 
hieratic solemnity. We see a group of men in the open 
air huddling about a fire, and bending over with hands 
outstretched to catch its glow. Peter in the midst is deny- 
ing Christ, as the serving-maid passes by. While the per- 
spective is far from perfect, we cannot ask for clearer local- 
isation than is here given; the inner court and chambers, 
the staircase running up the side of the house, the space 
where tlie men arc sitting — all are perfectly detached from 
one another, and each has ample depth. 

Yet another panel, in .some ways Duccio’s masterpiece 
— the ” Entry into Jerusalem.” We are in a garden, and 
as we look over the low wall to the high road, we behold 
Christ followed by His disciples mounting the paved way. 
Little boys bearing palm branches and sprigs of olive 
march ahead, roguishly looking back, and meet the crowd 
streaming through the grand city gate. On the other side 
of the high road we see an orchard with people clambering 
up its high walls and climbing its trees. Beyond are the 
Temple and the towers of Jerusalem. Not only are we 
made to realise the space in which all this takes place, but 
— and this is extraordinary — ^we are compelled to take a 
fixed position as spectators of the scene, and thus are not 
only brought in intimate relation to it, but are obliged to 
become aware of, to attend to, the space as space. 

It is clear, then, that Duccio could turn the pictographs. 
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which for centuries pious souls had gone on deciphering, 
into Illustrations that extracted and presented all the 
significance sacred story owned, at least in the medieval 
mind. But was he equally successful in giving his visual 
conceptions an intrinsic value beyond their merit as Illus- 
trations? Are, in Duccio’s work, the Decorative elements, 
all that they must be in order that the skilfully transcribed 
visual image may be lifted into the realm of real art? 
This is the inquiry we must now pursue. 

On first looking at his reredos, we were struck by the 
glamour of its subdued refulgence. Touching us as the 
gold of old mosaics touches us, to which time has added a 
tinge of bronze, Duccio’s panels attune our mood for the 
enjoyment of whatsoever they may present. This is doubt- 
less direct and intrinsic, and yet it has small value from 
an artistic standjioint; for the pleasure thus derived rises 
but little above that which the mere material itself would 
give. You would get as much and more from old gold- 
smith’s work, from old stuffs, or from old embroideries. 
I’he sensation is still too undifferentiated to be of moment 
in those arts which, like painting, depend but slightly upon 
materials in themselves pleasureable. But, as we looked 
closer at Duccio’s pictures, we noticed certain qualities 
essential to good Illustration, which, as we shall now see, 
have great Decorative value also. How admirably Duccio 
makes us realise space we have observed but now, and we 
can here forgo returning to the subject. That it is a 
quality, however, too specifically artistic to be required by 
mere Illustration, the work of most illustrators of our cen- 
tury, whether popular or profound, could prove. 

In yet another respect we have already found Duccio 
eminent — in his grouping. We have dealt with it hitherto 
only in so far as it concerned clearness of rendering; but 
Duccio went farther, and so grouped as to produce effects 
of mass and line, pleasant to the eye in and by themselves, 
and pleasantly distributed within the space at his com- 
mand. In other words, he composed well. A few examples 
will make my meaning clear. In one or two panels, we 
have already noted the arrangement for its value as Illus- 
tration, we now shall see that it has still greater merit. 

I.P.R. H 
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The “ Incredulity of Thomas ” would be brought home to 
us as a mere historical episode nearly as well if the masses 
made by the figures were not so rhythmically divided, if a 
fagade of just the right size and shape did not give the 
entire gi'oup the exact background it needed. The ex- 
pression of Christ and His attitude would have been no 
different if He did not stand directly under the peak of a 
pediment, whose height magnifies His own stature, or 
were not seen against an arched door, which frames Him 
in, and separates Him from the bystanders, thus making 
Him more strikingly the centre of attention. Nor, as the 
mere telling of a tale, would much have been lost if the 
composition were comprised in a square, instead of being 
on a panel, that begins, half-way up its height, to slope 
inwards, thus emphasising those lines of the sloping roof, 
which have, in their turn, given distinction to the figure of 
Christ. Even with all this, the sloping lines of the panel 
might have been continued until they met high above in a 
peak. But this would have had many unhappy results, 
among them one most unhappy. The centre of attention, 
the point at which all the lines tend to converge, would no 
longer have been the head of Christ, but a spot high 
above Him in the pediment. There would have been a 
conflict between the inclination of our eyes to rest on the 
spot marked out for them by the tendency of the dominant 
lines, and the desire of our hearts to dwell in rapt con- 
templation upon the point of highest spiritual interest, the 
face of Christ. This picture, then, does much besides 
telling its story : it is a Composition so subtle in its effects 
of mass and line that we shall scarcely find its like — at 
least outside the works of one other artist, that artist also 
a Central Italian, and holding the place among the Renais- 
sance masters of that region which Duccio held among 
those of the Middle Ages — I refer of course to Raphael. 

Let it not be believed that I have chosen the one and 
only instance in which Duccio is a great composer. There 
is scarcely a painting of his which does not betray a sense 
little less delicate, if at all, for mass and line and enclosure. 
Want of space, and the fear of vexing the reader with 
descriptions which, to be exact, should be couched in the 
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jangling vocabulary of geometry, restrain me from giving 
many further examples. But let me refer to one with 
which we already are familiar, the “ Betrayal of Judas.” 
What compactness and dignity arc given to the mass in 
which we find Christ, by the two tufted trees that sur- 
mount it ! Without them, the group would look dwarfed 
and heavy. Note that the most important figure here, that 
of Christ, stands directly under one of these trees, which 
occupies the middle of the whole composition. See how 
this tree serves, not only to converge all the lines upon 
His head, but helps, by being in continuous upward move- 
ment with Him, to heighten His figure. And what a 
glamour of beauty is lent to the scene by the lances and 
torches of the soldiers — lines that are and are not parallel 
— an effect so easily attained, yet counting for so much, 
not only here, but in numerous compositions ranging 
through art, from the Pompeian “ Battle of Alexander ” 
to the “ Lancers ” of Velazquez ! 

If Duccio was .so sublime in his conceptions, so deep 
in feehng, so skilful in transcribing them in adequate 
forms; if, in addition to all the.se merits as an Illustrator, 
he can win us with the material splendour of his surfaces; 
if he composes as few but Raphael, and can even make us 
realise space, why have we heard of him so seldom ? Why 
is he not as renowned as Giotto? Why is he not ranked 
with the greatest painters? Giotto was but little younger, 
and there could have been a scarcely perceptible difference 
between the public of the one and the public of the other. 
Most of Giotto’s paintings now existing were, in fact, 
executed rather earlier than Duccio’s reredos. Is the 
illustrative part of Giotto’s work greater? On the whole, 
it certainly is not; at times it is decidedly inferior, seldom 
having Duccio’s manifold expressiveness and delicately 
shaded feeling. If Giotto, then, was no greater an Illus- 
trator than Duccio, and if his illustrations, as illustrations, 
correspond no more than Duccio’s to topics we crave 
nowadays to see interpreted in visual form, and if, as 
interpretation, they are equally remote from our own 
conception and feeling; if, in short, one is no more than 
the other a writer of pictorial leaders on the entrancing 
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interests of the hour, why is the one still a living force, 
while the other has faded to the shadow of a name? 
There must exist surely a viaticum which bears its posses- 
sor to our own hearts, across the wastes of time — some 
secret that Giotto possessed and Duccio never learned. 

What is this mysterious life-conserving virtue — in what 
does it consist? The answer is brief — in life itself. If the 
artist can cunningly seize upon the spirit of life and 
imprison it in his paintings, his works, barring material 
accidents, will live for ever. If he contrives to give range 
to this spirit, to make it leap out, to mingle with and 
increase the life in our veins, then, for as long as we 
remain humanised beings, he will hold us in his thrall. 

I have attempted elsewhere in this volume to explain 
what is this viaticum, this quality so essential to the figure 
arts that, for want of it, when scarcely born, they dwindle 
away; and to Book II, Florentine Painters (pp. 52-60), 
wherein the question is discussed, I must refer the reader. 
Here I shall limit myself to saying that, by means of their 
more subtle Decorative elements, the arts must be life- 
enhancing — not by their material charm alone, still less by 
their attractiveness as Illustrations. This particular life- 
communicating quality is in the figure arts to be attained 
by the rendering of form and movement. I prefer to the 
word “ form ” to use the expression “ tactile values,” for 
fonn in the figure arts gives us pleasure because it has 
extracted and presented to us the corporeal and structural 
significance of objects more quickly and more completely 
than we — ^unless, indeed, we also be great artists, or see as 
they see — could have grasped them by ourselves. This 
intimate realisation of an object comes to us only when we 
unconsciously translate our retinal impressions of it into 
ideated sensations of touch, pressure, and grasp — Whence 
the phrase “ tactile values.” Correct drawing, fine model- 
ling, subtle light and shade, are not final goods. In them- 
selves they have no value whatever, and it does not in the 
least explain the excellence of a picture to say it is well 
modelled, well lighted, and well drawn. We esteem these 
qualities because with them the artist succeeds in convey- 
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ing tactile values and movement; but to suppose that we 
love pictures merely because they are well painted, is as if 
we said that wc like a dinner because it is well cooked, 
whereas, in fact, we like it only because it tastes good. To 
speak of the drawing, the modelling, the chiaroscuro, as to 
speak of cookery in the instance of a dinner, is the business 
of the persons who paint and cook; but we whose privilege 
it is to enjoy what has been cooked or painted for us — ^we, 
I say, must either talk of it in terms of enjoyment and the 
psychology thereof, or — talk nonsense ! 

'I'actilc values and movement, then, are the essential 
qualities in the figure arts, and no figure-painting is real — 
has a value of its own apart from the story it has to tell, 
the ideal it has to present — unless it conveys ideated sensa- 
tions of touch and movement. If I may be pardoned a 
very childish parable, it is like someone who comes to us 
with a message. He tells us something we arc very eager 
to know. No matter how we have been rejoiced by his 
news, no matter how attractive he seems, if he is merely a 
messenger, it is only of his message that we think. But let 
him be a man of character and a gentleman, let him be 
sympathetic, and his message will have been but the 
happy accident that has initiated a lifelong friendship. 
And so with a picture; long after, years after we have 
exhausted its message, if it have tactile values and move- 
ment, we are more in love with it than ever, because these 
qualities, like the attractions in a friend, have the power 
of directly enhancing life. 

And now to return to Duccio. His paintings do not 
possess these virtues, and therefore have been nearly for- 
gotten, while Giotto’s works contain them to a degree so 
remarkable that even to-day the real lover of art prefers 
them to all but a very few masterpieces. For Duccio, the 
human figure was in the first place important as a person 
in a drama, then as a member in a composition, and only 
at the last, if at all, as an object whereby to stimulate our 
ideated feelings of touch and movement. The result is that 
we admire him profoundly as a pictorial dramatist, as a 
Christian Sophocles, somewhat astray in the realm of 
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painting; we enjoy his material splendour and his exqui- 
site composition, but rarely if ever do we find him directly 
life-communicating. 

A few instances will prove my point, and I choose them 
among subjects which not only lend themselves to speci- 
fically pictorial treatment, but even seem to suggest such 
treatment on Duccio’s j)art. Let us turn again to the now 
familiar “ Incredulity of I'homas.” That it appeals to our 
hearts and minds we were more than convinced when we 
studied it as Illustration; that it causes the optic muscles 
and the mental activities directly dependent on them to 
function delightfully, we found while admiring it as Com- 
position; but there we stof). The figures have not even the 
effectiveness for evoking sensations of touch and movement 
that things bodily present possess, and yet art should be 
more evocative than actuality. Look at Thomas. As long 
as you regard him as a mere shape in a given attitude and 
with a given action, he probably corresponds to reality 
more than do your visual images, and you find him pleas- 
ant. But once look for something within this shape, and 
you will be surprised, for you will find, not, it is true, a 
complete lack of tactile values, but only just enough to 
make the figure pass as a familiar shape and no more. 
Thomas is draped in the very- best way for enabling one to 
realise his corporeal and functional significance, but unfor- 
tunately — although he is perhaps the best modelled figure 
in Duccio’s entire works — there is not enough under his 
robe even to persuade one of reality, not to speak of 
stimulating one’s own internal activities; and as for the 
action, it is scarcely indicated at all. He certainly seems to 
move, yet the legs have not the slightest existence under 
the drapery, admirably arranged as it is to indicate the 
action of the limbs it ought to cover; and the feet, while 
sufficiently resembling feet, have almost no weight and 
certainly do not press down on the ground. As a conse- 
quence we get none of those ideated sensations of move- 
ment and pressure in our own legs and feet — sensations 
which, when we feel them, not only convince us of the 
reality of the object that has stimulated them, but give 
us much of the pleasure of activity with none of its draw- 



DUCCIO 


"9 

backs and fatigues. If we look at the Christ in this same 
composition, we find that He does not stand at all; and it 
is almost as bad with another figure which, for mere shape 
and attitude, has all the qualities of the “ Sophocles ” of 
the Lateran. In the panel which represents the “ Denial 
of Peter,” we found the story told with the familiarity of 
genre, and even with a touch of humour; yet here again, 
except for their heads and hands, the figures seem manu- 
factured of tissue-paper. None of the bodies suggests re- 
sistance to push, they have no weight, they do not settle or 
press down as they sit, although the artist reproduces well 
the mere shapes of people in the attitude of sitting and 
stretching to warm themselves. In the “ Washing of the 
Feet ” we see one of the younger disciples half kneeling, 
half sitting, with his arms stretched down to take off his 
sandals. Here, again, the shape and attitude are well re- 
produced, and they happen to be such as a great artist 
would have chosen for the splendid opportunity they 
afford to render tactile values and movement. But alas ! 
tissue-paper clothes arc all we get. Look at the “ Miracu- 
lous Draught.” Three of the disciples have to perfection 
the facial expression and the attitudes and gestures of 
people pulling up a heavy weight, but nothing could be 
flatter and emptier than the figure of just that disciple who 
is making the greatest effort. Even the net is scarcely 
given any weight, and the fish inside neither struggle nor 
sprawl — are not yet aware that they are in its meshes. 

It is a thankless task demonstrating the failings of a 
great man, and one instance more shall suffice. Again it is 
a subject which affords utisurpassable opportunities for 
rendering tactile values and movement — the “ Deposition 
from the Cross.” A more pathetic, a more felt, a more 
dignified version of this theme does not exist, and Duccio 
has arranged it as if to go even farther. An elderly dis- 
ciple, with his foot firmly planted on the ladder, and one 
arm hooked over the beam of the cross, supports with the 
other arm the body of Jesus as it falls forward lifeless into 
His Mother’s embrace. Meanwhile, another disciple, kneel- 
ing, draws out the nails from Christ’s feet while still they 
are fixed to the cross, and yet another disciple clasps the 
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body about the waist to prevent its falling forward too far. 
As mere shape, Christ’s body is a much finer nude than 
any Giotto ever painted; nor could the attitudes and ges- 
tures of limp helplessness be better expressed : yet nothing 
really happens. There are no tactile values; nothing has 
the weiglit wherewith to fall; the arms and hands do not 
really support — and all for a very good reason. 7’hc reason 
is that, even if Duccio felt tactile values and movement, 
here, at least, he was so preoccupied with the facial expres- 
sion that he could not attend to them. 

A question suggests itself at this point, which requires at 
least a brief answer. If, as results from all that we have 
just now been observing, Duccio either had no feeling for 
tactile values and movement, or was too busy elsewhere 
to attend to them, why has he chosen attitudes and actions 
which seem to suggest an absorbing interest in them? 
Surely, for mere Illustration, for mere Composition, for 
mere material charm — the qualities in which we have 
found him great — other arrangements of the figures would 
have done as well; and how does it happen that he has 
preferred precisely the arrangements which an artist would 
have chosen whose dominant interest lay in the presenta- 
tion of directly life-communicating elements? 

The answer is, I think, simple. Duccio did not choose 
them, but found them ready made, probably the entire 
compositions, certainly the single figures; for it is, to me at 
least, inconceivable that a painter who had perhaps no 
feeling for tactile values and movement, and certainly no 
interest in rendering them, should have invented motives 
valuable chiefly as opportunities for modelling and action. 
Duccio, I repeat, must have found these motives ready 
and used them, not for what their inventors had valued 
in them, but for the mere shapes and attitudes as dramatic 
factors in Illustration.^ To him, then, form and movement 

1 1 am not writing a history of art, and I need not here enter into 
the question of Duccio’s origin and education as an artist; but 
I owe a word to the curious reader. Duccio must have got his 
training from some Byzantine master, perhaps at Constantinople 
itself. Whoever and wherever this master was, he must have been 
imbued with the feelings of that extraordinary revival of antique 
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— the two most essential elements in the figure arts — had 
no real meaning of their own. lie exploited them as a 
dilettante, but did not understand their real purpose; and 
herein again Duccio, the first of the great Central Italian 
Painters, was singularly like the last of them; for Raphael 
also saw in tactile values and movement not the principal 
pursuit of the artist, but a mere aid to Illustration. 


IV 

Such, then, was Duccio. Had he been less, it might have 
been better for the art of Central Italy; for then either a 
painter of perchance more talent would have had room to 
expand freely, or else the example of Giotto would have 
been more attractive. Duccio, however, not only trained 
his followers to conceptions and methods necessarily liLs 
own, but by furnishing to an emotional people like the 
Sienese an art that appealed to the feelings, he compelled 
the painters who came after him to deal in that perni- 
ciously popular article, expressive Illustration. 

It is quite conceivable that if Simone Martini had had 
for master a painter less powerful than Duccio, the example 
of Giovanni Pisano — excepting perhaps Donatello, the 
most determining influence in all Italian art — and the 
example of Giotto as well, with both whose works he cer- 
tainly was acquainted, would have roused him to a sense 
of the real issues in the creation of a work of art. In him 
we might have had another painter with Giotto’s feeling 

art which began at Byzantium in the ninth and lasted on into the 
thirteenth century. Duccio, properly regarded, is the last of the 
great artists of antiquity, in contrast to Giotto, who was the first of 
the moderns. Duccio’s motives, types, and attitudes are still the 
old art-alphabet of Hellas, made cursive and somewhat debased. 
His old men are the last descendants, in unbroken line, of the 
Alexandrian philosophers; his angels, of Victories and Genii; his 
devils, of Silenus. As Giotto compares with Giovanni Pisano, .so 
does Duccio with Giovanni’s father, Niccolo, only that Duccio was 
far more subtly antique. 
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both for tactile values and for the materially significant, 
but with different ideals to reveal and a different message 
to convey. 

But Simone had behind him an art, as Illustration so 
perfectly satisfying both to himself and to his townsmen, 
as Decoration so adeejuate, far though it was from perfect, 
that it would have taken overwhelming genius — if, even 
then, the conditions of a medieval town had permitted it 
— to transcend them and start afresh. There was no de- 
parting from Duccio’s moulds, in so far as they existed, 
and individual temperament could manifest itself only by 
chiselling on the casts that had come out of them. 

That Simone felt hampered by Duccio’s precedent we 
see clearly in works which show him in close rivalry with 
his master, and it is therefore not in the more dramatic 
and passionate Gospel themes — themes in which Duccio 
excelled — that we shall discover Simone’s peculiar great- 
ness. In this field Duccio had carried expression to its 
utmost limits. To retrench on this domain would have 
been most unacceptable, and the only alternative, for one 
who would not copy, was to leap over the widest limits of 
artistic expression into the outer waste of mere Illustra- 
tion. In his scenes from the Passion, Simone, so much 
above Duccio even there in tactile values, in movement, in 
charm, falls far below him in dramatic rendering, sacrific- 
ing the restraint and severity needed for conveying the 
real significance of the world-tragedy to the obvious por- 
trayal of facile emotion. 

Even when he is freed from Duccio’s example, it is not 
as an artist with a feeling for the solemnity of actions 
which have almost a sacramental import that Simone re- 
veals himself. I'he charm, the beauty, even the pride of 
life attracted him more. For him also painting was not in 
the first place an occasion for presenting tactile values and 
movement, but equally little was it an opportunity for 
communicating his sense of moral and spiritual signifi- 
cance. Simone subordinates everything — and he was great 
enough to have much to subordinate — to his feeling for 
magnificence, beauty, and grace. 

In the Council Hall of Siena we see him in all his 



SIMONE MARTINI 


123 

splendour. On one side, radiant in beauty, the Queen of 
Heaven sits in the midst of the noblest of the Saints, the 
loveliest of the Virgins, and the sweetest of the Angels. 
They hold a more than regal canopy over her head, they 
kneel in worship at her feet, they offer flowers. It is a 
vision as gorgeous and as elaborate as the fagadc of Orvieto 
Cathedral, but here all is melted into a glow of feeling for 
beauty of feature, charm of pose, and loveliness of colour. 
On the opposite wall you see medieval ])ride of life incar- 
nate. It is Guidoriccio da Fogliano riding through the 
land. Horse and rider arc emblazoned with the proud 
heraldry of a long lineage. How completely Guidoriccio 
possesses his steed, how firmly he holds his commander’s 
staff, with what a level look he fronts the world ! 

Then what extraordinary grace of motion and beauty of 
line in Simone’s miracles of the Blessed Agostino Novello ! 
What charm of feeling in that exquisite frc.sco at Assisi 
wherein we behold the young St. Martin receiving his 
knighthood ! I’he Emperor girds his sword about the fair 
youth, a knight fastens his .spurs, while many gay squires 
look on and listen to the twanging and piping of the 
minstrels. One of the squires has a profile of the subtlest 
beauty, and profiles like it — nay, more subtle and mysteri- 
ous still — are far from rare in Simone’s paintings. In this 
small chapel at Assisi you see types of beauty so strange, 
so penetrating, that, far from suggesting our favourite 
classic or modern ideals, they waft our thoughts away to 
Japanese Geishas and Egyptian Queens. 

To convey his feeling for beauty and grace and splen- 
dour, Simone possessed means more than sufficient. He 
was master of colour as few have been before him or after 
him. He had a feeling for line always remarkable, and 
once, at least, attaining to a degree of perfection not to be 
surpassed. He understood decorative effects as a great 
musician understands his instruments. Where shall we see 
colour more symphonic than in the single figures among 
his Assisi frescoes? What has line accomplished that can 
outvie the miraculous contours of his “ Goronation of 
King Robert ” ? How subtle the beauty, how dainty the 
movements, how sweet the olive in the Uffizi “ Annuncia- 
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tion ” ! As you look at the angel’s mantle it is as if you 
were seeing the young sunlight on driven snow. Simone is 
the most lovable of all the Italian artists before the Renais- 
sance. 


V 

The native tendency of Sienese art toward more Illustra- 
tion, in Duccio was held in bond by a sense for the signi- 
ficant, and by a feeling for all the subtleties of composi- 
tion. Simone was held back by his love of beauty and his 
delight in splendour of colour and flow of line. No such 
check was operative upon the brothers Lorenzetti. Singu- 
larly gifted, they display their gifts but listlessly. Beauty, 
which they felt with passion; form, which Giovanni Pisano 
and Giotto had so amply revealed to them, even the sense 
of human significance with which they were aglow, they 
sooner or later sacrificed, either to the mere representation 
of things, or to the vain endeavour to body forth dim, 
infinite meanings. 

What fascination they can give to figures possessed of 
the highest dignity and solemnity we see in Arnbrogio’s 
portable altar-piece at Siena, wherein the Madonna, hier- 
atic, Egyptian, sits enthroned in the midst of virgins, glow- 
ing like flames, and ancient saints yearning towards her. 
Also in the Siena collection you shall see Ambrogio’s 
“Annunciation,” where the Blessed Virgin is warm with 
welcome and gladness as she leans forward to receive the 
palm of martyrdom which Gabriel brings her with his 
message. At Assisi, in a fresco by Pietro, of such relief and 
such enamel as to seem contrived of ivory and gold rather 
than painted, the Madonna holds back heart-broken tears 
as she looks fixedly at her Child, who, Babe though He is, 
addresses her earnestly; but she remains unconsoled. No- 
where is beauty more penetrating than in Ambrogio’s St. 
Catherine, or earnestness and intellect more convincing 
than in his Francis or Bernard. And where is there more 
magic than in that most precious panel of the Ufifizi, in 
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which Nicholas of Myra, standing by the rock-bound sea, 
fronts the setting sun? 

Such artists Ambrogio and Pietro Lorenzetti could 
have been always had they not made the great refusal. But 
Pietro sank to the rubbish of his Passion scenes at Assisi, 
where he carries Duccio’s themes to the utmost pitch of 
frantic feeling. Form, movement, composition — even 
depth and significance — all have been sacrificed to the 
expression of the most obvious and easy emotion. A like 
anarchy has seldom again overtaken an Italian master, 
even of the Bolognese School. 'I’o find its parallel you 
must go to Sf)ain and to certain Germans. As for Ambro- 
gio, the more gifted of the brothers, his fall was scarcely 
less. At his worst he hardly surpasses the elder Breughel. 
He seems to have itched to reproduce whatsoever he saw. 
Having to paint frescoes symbolising Good and Bad 
Government, he. makes no attempt to extract the essence 
of these conceptions and to clothe them in forms which 
must needs convey them to us. Giotto, in two or three 
figures, could make us not only grasp with our minds what 
good and bad government are, but realise them with our 
bodies. Ambrogio Lorenzetti could think of nothing but 
vast panoramas overshadowed by figures powerless to 
speak for themselves, and obliged to ply us with signs and 
scrolls. Scores and scores of episode;; — some of them 
charming when taken alone — depict with remorseless de- 
tail what happens in town and country when they are well 
or ill governed. You look at one after another of these 
episodes, and you get much information about the way of 
living at Siena in the fourteenth century, and a certain 
sum of pleasure from the quaintness, and even the skill, 
with which it has all been done; but none of that life- 
enhancement which comes with the vivid apprehension of 
thoughts and feelings vaster and deeper dian our own. 
And matters are not mended when even vaguer allegory is 
attempted. If the frescoes just described are little more 
than a painted charade, certain compositions of the 
Lorenzetti are no better than a rebus. And with this de- 
parture from artistic intention there went, as a matter of 
course, a decline in artistic value. First to disappear 
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Utterly was composition; then the never too strong feeling 
for tactile values and movement; finally, even the sense of 
beauty left them in disdain. 

But in an age wherein Italy was almost as troubled and 
as wistful as Germany two centuries later, the works of the 
Lorenzetti, with their tiubid outpourings of uncouth 
yearnings, had the kindling effect of those fly-leaf engrav- 
ings that so powerfully stirred the later age — with which 
indeed their art had much in common. Finding fit sub- 
stance, they once or twice fanned into flame talents actually 
surpassing their own. 

A talent of this kind was that of the painter in the 
Campo Santo at Pisa, who has left, as the great trace of 
his activity, the famous “ Triumph of Death,” as mere 
Illustration, by far the greatest Italian achievement of the 
Middle Ages. Endowed with more feeling for the essential 
problems in painting than the Lorenzetti, he yet follows 
them closely in moral and philosophical purpose. He has 
a sense of form, a command of movement, not common 
at any time; he has a plastic fancy, and a power of giving 
real future and life to his dream, rarer still. His devils and 
goblins — herein so different from the rabble of such re- 
presentations — are not feebly and ludicrously quaint, but 
alive and endowed with the hard-won beauty of the true 
grotesque. His Death would be terrifyingly recognisable 
even without the bat’s w’ings and the scythe. 

All these talents the unknown painter^ of these frescoes 
sacrificed, as in our day Maupassant, Ibsen, and Tolstoy 
have done, to the presentation of glaring contrasts for the 
pure joy thereof, or to the teaching of maxims absorb- 
ingly new yesterday, tediously trite to-morrow. Apart 
from its artistic qualities, the “ Triumph of Death ” is 
made up of two contrasts. Under shady trees, in a bower, 
a gay company of knights and ladies solace their hours 
with music and love. It would not be difficult to describe 
this scene in language most modern, but the reader who 
wishes to preserve its glamour, and who yet must have a 
text, should read the opening pages of Boccaccio’s Deca- 
meron. Outside, the pest is raging and the crumbling 

* It now seems likely that he was Francesco Traini. 
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lepers stretch their vain hands toward Death, who, heed- 
less of their lamentation, swoops down upon the merry 
bower. Here is contrast enough. Surely there is no more 
in “La Maison Tellier.” But it did not seem sufficient to 
the artist, and he repeats the tale in even clearer language. 
The pride and joy of life, cavaliers and ladies, a cheerful 
hunting party, are breathing the morning air. Suddenly 
their horses start back, their dogs snarl, their own hands 
go to their noses. They have come ujion rotting carcasses 
of kings and prelates. This time surely the contrast must 
be enough. But no ! Our painter did not credit us with 
sufficient intelligence, and an officious hermit presents a 
text on a scroll. And then we become aware that the 
fresco is full of texts on scrolls. What an artist, and what 
must he have thought of his public! 


VI 

With the death of the Lorenzetti, the Sienese school of 
painting fell into a decline from which it never seriously 
rallied. It had moments of hopefulness and hours of 
hectic beauty, but never again did it receive that replen- 
ishment of force without which art is doomed to dwindle 
away. Barna, Bartolo di Fredi, and Taddeo di Bartolo at 
times catch a glow from the splendour of Simone Martini 
and the Lorenzetti; and Domenico di Bartolo made an 
uncouth attempt to breathe new life into the school, to 
replenish it by introducing the shapes and attitudes which 
the great Florentines had just saved out of chaos and for 
ever fixed. But as he felt not at all the real significance 
of these new forms and new gestures (as serving to render 
either tactile values or movement), his fellows in craft and 
town had the taste to prefer, to the mock-heroics of a mis- 
understood naturalism, the unsubstantial but lovely shapes 
of their long-hallowed tradition. The ever winsome Sas- 
setta lived and painted as if Florence were not forty but 
forty millions of miles away, as if Masaccio and Donatello, 
Uccello and Castagno had not yet deserted the limbo of 
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unborn babes. And he has made us the richer by many 
works of rich, decorative beauty, and by that scene of 
visionary splendour, the Chantilly “ Marriage of the Sera- 
phic St. Francis.” 

But stealthily and mysteriously the new visual imagery, 
the new feeling for beauty, found its way into Siena, 
though it had to filter through those frowning walls. And 
the old feeling for line, for splendid surface, for effects 
rudimentarily decorative, mingled with the new ideals. 
Painters of this newness were Vecchietta, Francesco di 
Giorgio and Benvenuto di Giovanni, and, finer than these, 
Matteo di Giovanni and Neroccio di Landi, the two 
greatest masters of Renaissance Siena. Matteo had a feel- 
ing for movement which would have led to real art if he 
had had the necessary knowledge of form; lacking this, he 
became an inferior Crivelli, giving us effects of firm line cut 
in gilt cordovan or in old brass. As for Neroccio — why, he 
was Simone come to life again. Simone’s singing line, 
Simone’s endlessly refined feeling for beauty, Simone’s 
charm and grace — you lose but little of them in Neroccio’s 
panels, and you get what to most of us counts more, ideals 
and emotions more akin to our own, with quicker sug- 
gestions of freshness and joy. 

Then it was already the end of the fifteenth and the 
beginning of the sixteenth century, and even the Sienese 
could no longer be satisfied with the few painters who 
remained in their midst. Masters were summoned from 
without, Signorelli, Pintoricchio, and Perugino from 
Umbria, Fra Paolino from Florence, Sodoma from Lom- 
bardy; and as there were no forces at home to offer suf- 
ficient resistance, there resulted from all these mingled 
influences a most singular and charming eclecticism — 
saved from the pretentiousness and folly usually controlling 
such movements by the sense for grace and beauty even to 
the last seldom absent from the Sienese. 
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VII 

1 he scliool of Siena fails to rank among the great schools 
of art Ijccanse its |)aintcrs never deva)ti*d iJiemseIvcs with 
the needed zeal to form and movtaiieiit. Tliey preferred 
to giv(‘ body to their dream, to record the visual images 
teeming in th('ir minds. But little as the specifically artistic 
elements, those wliicli are neither Illustrative nor rudi- 
mentarily Decorative, are i>rizcd at any time, the visual 
images evoked by the laded ideals and vanislied longings 
of a ]3ast epoch are wanted still less. "I’he very way of 
visualising has so clianged since the full flood of the 
Renaissance se^t in, that to most of us the forms of the 
fourteenth-century painters are little more*, than grotesque. 
We hail in them no goal for our own groping efforts to 
body forth familiar sha|)es. They remain, as far as we are 
concerned, in the realm of curiosity, and never, by such 
stimulating of more rapid processes of consciousness as 
Illustration of a nearer epoch gives, do iliey enhance life. 
For so deeply inrooted is the gross fallacy that art is the 
mere reproduction of an actual or ideal reality, that, 
unless we recognise such a reality in a picture, most of us 
will look no farther. 

This is not the place to discuss in detail the relation of 
visual images to the objects they reflect — a question, how- 
ever, wliich I trust may some day be carefully studied by 
j)syehologists. Whatever be their relation in a world where 
art docs not exist, in civilised men this relation is certainly 
much determined by the works of art surrounding them. 
For nature is a chaos, indiscriminately clamouring for 
attention. Even in its h^ast chaotic state it lias much more 
resemblance to a freakish and whirlingly fantastical 
“ Temptation of St. Antliony ” by Bosch, than to composi- 
tions by l3uccio that I have iilready described, or to others 
by Raphael that we shall look at later. '1 o save us from 
the contagious madness of this cosmic tarantella, instinct 
and intelligence have provided us with stout insensibility 

I.P.R. I 
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and inexorable habits of inattention, thanks to which we 
stalk through the universe tunnelled in and protected on 
every hand, bigger than the ants and wiser than the bees. 
And such superior brute beasts we should be, no more, no 
less, but for that Garden of Eden which is Art, and Science, 
its serpent-haunted 'f ree. For art is a garden cut off from 
chaos wherein there is provided, not only an accord like 
that of the beasts between our physical needs and our 
environment, but a perfect attuning of the universe to our 
entire state of consciousness. In one point alone is the 
unknown author of the Book of Genesis in the wrong. Too 
narrow in his devotion to art, as is the wont of critics, he 
regarded the Free of Knowledge as an afterthought, 
whereas surely knowledge must have existed before there 
was a Garden; for the accumulating of facts and the 
reasoning about them (in no matter how unconscious a 
form) must precede every endeavour to harmonise them 
with the needs of the human spirit. Eden is really begotten 
of the Tree of Knowledge, whereof Art is but the flower. 
It is the Serpent, misunderstood and maligiu^d by the 
narrow aestheticism of the writer of Genesis, who nurses 
the fruit which will, in its turn, produce other trees 
blossoming into other Edens; for the Serpent is the symbol 
of mental energy for ever at work. 

But to speak plainly — the most difficult thing in the 
world is to see clearly and with one’s own eyes, naively. 
What with the almost numberlt'ss sliapes assumed by an 
object, which shapes only we see, but never a form per- 
fectly expressing the object itself; what w'ith our insensi- 
tivencss and inattention, things scarcely w-ould have for us 
features and outlines so determined and clear that we could 
recall them at w'ill, but for the stereotyped shapes art has 
lent them. So invincible a task is the business of learning 
to see for one’s self, that all except the few men of genius 
— with a gift for seeing — have to be taught how to sec. 
Only when a person is to become an artist is a systematic 
effort made to teach him. But note how it is done — or at 
least how, until the other day, it used to be done. lie was 
set to copy simple drawings of his own master, or of other 
artists. Then the antique w’as put before him, and he had 
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to copy that. Ey this time his habits of vision v^ere well 
on the way to becoming lixecl, and, unless he were en- 
dowed with unusual powers of reacting against teaching, 
he jxissed the rest of his life seeing in objects only those 
shapes and forms that drawings and antic|ues put before 
him had ])oIntcd out to him. How difficult, in tlie result, 
it still is to see may be gathered from the extensive use of 
the fjhotographic camera among painters, even w^hen copy- 
ing the w^ork of othe.rs ! 

As for the rest of us, wdio arc not artists by profession, 
wo get no systematic training at all in seeing forms, tliough 
we may bo well able, owing to natural talent or educa- 
tion in science, to o})S(Tvc detail. I'lic little we learn wc 
pick up from illustrated periodicals and books, from 
statues, from })ictures. And unless years devoted to the 
study of all schools of art have taught us also to sec with 
our owm eyes, W'C soon fall into the habit of moulding 
W’liatcvcr we look at into the form borrowed from the one 
art watli w’hich we are acquainted. There is our standard 
of artistic reality. }jOt anyone give us shapes and colours 
w^hich we cannot ijistantly match in our paltry stock of 
hackneyed forms and tints, and w^e shake our heads at his 
failure to reproduce things as wo know they certainly arc, 
or wc accuse him of insincerity. When, some years ago, 
the impressionist plein-air painting arose, how still and 
small were the voices asking; whether it was beautiful, how 
loud and indignant those w^hich denied its truth ! 

This brings me back to my theme. If we are sufficiently 
displeased w^lien the painter of to-day does not visualise 
objects exactly as wo do, how remote must w'e find the art 
of people who visualised in a way perfectly distinct from 
our own ! To how many of us, for this very reason, are 
Chinese and )ai)ancsc art not art at all ! But no less 
remote to those wlio have not been trained to appreciate 
it is the art, or, to l)c more exact, that part of art which 
is all most people care for, the Illustration of the Middle 
Ages. For, since then, our manner of visualising forms 
has changed in a thousand w'ays. 

What brought about this change? In the first place, the 
Serpent, that restless energy w^hich never allows man to 



132 CHANGE IN VISUAI, IMAGERY 

abide long in any Eden, the awakening of the scientiiie 
spirit. 7'hen the fact that, by a blessed accident, much, if 
not most, of this awakened energy w'as at first turned not 
to science but to art. The result W’as Naturalism, which 
I have defined elsewhere as .science using art as the object 
of its studies and as its vehicle of expression. Now science, 
devoting itself, as it earnestly did at the beginning of the 
fifteenth century, to the study of the shapes of things, did 
not take long to discover that objective reality was not on 
the side of the art then practised. .And, thanks to tht; 
existence at tliat moment of a man not less endowc'd with 
force to react against tradition, than with power to sec — 
a flower, I believe;, unparalleled before or since — thanks to 
this one man, Donatello, art in an instant wrenched itself 
free from its immediate past, threw to the winds its whole 
medieval stock of images, and turned with ardour and 
zeal to the reproduction of things as research was discover- 
ing th(;m to be. There was scarcely a trace of an ideal 
remaining. Every man had a shape of his own; any man 
therefore w'as as good for reproducing as another. Why 
not? This chaos, or at best the Walt-Whitmanism, to 
which in the plastic arts mere Naturalism would have led, 
was prevented, and its force conducted into nourishing 
channels, by certain other tendencies and imjiulses then 
happily jirevalcnt. 

Donatello himself w'as much more than a Naturalist; he 
was eager with a desire to communicate movement, to 
express action, lie tended therefore, out of the countless 
shapes which presented themselves, to choose those that 
would best manifest the play of alert and agile forces. 
Carried to an extreme, this tendency would have ended 
in an art more like that of Japan than of modern Europe. 
That we w'cre not brought to this fioint is due chiefly to 
Masaccio, whose controlling instinct was for tactile values. 
His choice among shapes was of such only as could most 
readily be made to stimulate ideated sensations of touch — 
of figures, therefore, tall, broad-shouldered, reservoirs of 
force and resistance. Whatever danger there was in this 
of an art too monumental was, in its turn, counteracted by 
Donatello’s feeling for movement. The resulting canon of 
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the human figure would have been no nearer to the Medi- 
('val, not much farther away from our own, than it now is, 
if it had remained the mere cornposilc of Donatello and 
Masaccio. But at the last moment two other influences 
cntcTed in to fix the canon and make it permanent even to 
our own day. Antiquity, the dream, tlie hope, the glamour 
of the cultivated classes in the fifteenth century, had left 
behind it a few scattered fragments of its own art. Crude 
co])ics though thes(‘ were, many removes awuy from their 
originals, yet — being in the last resort creations of men 
with almost unrivalled feeling for tactile values, movement, 
and the relation of the two — they bore a conspicimus re- 
semblance to tlic new art. And this likeness to antiquity, 
resulting, not from the imitation of the one by the other, 
but from kinship of purpose and similarity of material, 
won over the Humanists — the men of letters and all- 
powcTful journalists of that time — to tlie art of their 
contemporaries. Not that they understood the real mean- 
ing of the new movement — liow could peoj)le without a 
vast experience in the enjoyment of all schools of art do 
that? Imitation of antiquity was their only thought; they 
seemed to recognise such an imitation in the new art, and 
thereupon it n^t*.('iv(*d their full sanction. I’his, however, 
was not without evil consequences, for, later, as 1 hope to 
sliow elsewlicrc, the Humanists ended forcing weaker 
spirits to some slight a[)ing of Antiejuity. Great has been 
their success in sjireading the belief that Renaissance art 
throughout (not, as was the case, arcliitecture alone, the 
other arts only liere and there) was the product of Anti- 
quity imitated. 

Created by Donatello and Masaccio, and sanctioned by 
the Humanists, the new canon of the human figure, the 
new cast of features, expressing, because the figure arts, 
projierly used, could not express anything else, power, 
manliness, and stateliness, pn'sented to the ruling classes 
of that time the tyjic of human being most likely to win 
the day in the combat of human forces. It iK'cded no more 
than this to assure the triumph of the new over the old 
way of seeing and depicting. And as the ideals of effec- 
tiveness have not changed since tlic fifteenth century, the 
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t\’pcs presented by Renaissance art, dcs])ite tli(? ephemeral 
veerings of mere fashion and sentiment, still embody our 
choice, and will continue to do so, at least as long as 
Eurojiean civilisation keeps the essentially Hellenic char- 
acter it has had ever since the Renaissance. 

The way of visualising ailected by the artists, the 
Humanists, and the ruling classes could not help becom- 
ing universal. Who had the [)owcr to break through this 
new standard of vi.sion and, out of the chaos of things, to 
select shapes more definitely expressive of reality than 
those fixed by men of genius? No one had such power. 
I’eojjle had perforce to see tilings in that way and in no 
other, to see only tlie .shapes depicted, to love only the 
ideals presented. Nor was this all. Owing to those subtle 
and most irresistible of all forces, the unconscious habits 
of imitation, peojile soon ended either by actually resembl- 
ing the new' ideals, or at all events, earnestly endeavouring 
to be like them. The result has been that, after five cen- 
turies of constant imitation of a type first presented by 
Donatello and Masaccio, we have, as a race, come to be 
more like that tyjie than we ever w'ere before. For there is 
no more curious truth than the trite statement that nature 
imitates art. Ait teaches us not only what to sec but what 
to be. 


V I 1 1 

The art of Siena exhausted itself in presenting the ideals 
and feelings of the Middle Ages with an intensity and a 
beauty not surpassed even by their spiritual kindred, those 
sculfitors of Northern France who, in our weaker moments, 
almost win us away from (ireeccx It remained for another 
school of Central Italy, the Umbrian, to carry on through 
the Renais.sance purpose's and aims nowise different in 
their e.ssencc from those of Siena, different as they may 
seem in actual result. For Umbrian art, as wc shall see, is, 
as a whole, no more in earnest over tactile values and 
movement than Sienese art had been, and no less devoted 



PIKRO DELLA FRANCESCA 1,35 

to the task of illustrating the ideals and exj:)rcssing the 
wistful desires of the time. 

But before we turn to the Umbrians, our attention must 
first be given to a master and his two pupils, neither 
Sienese nor Umbrian, dwellers in Southern I’uscany and 
tlic Romagna, who as men of genius w'ere greater than any 
of the Umbrians, as artists freer and more powerful, if not 
always so delightful — I mean Piero della Francesca, Luca 
Signorelli, and Meloz/o da Forli. 

And first to Piero. The j)upil of Domenico VTneziano 
in characterisation, of Paolo Uccello in perspective, him- 
self an eager student of tliis science, as an artist lie was 
more gifted than cither of liis teachers. lie is hardly 
inferior to Giotto and Masaccio in feeling for tac:til(^ 
values; in communicating values of force, he is llie riv’^al 
of Donatello; he was jjcrhaps the first to use elFects of 
light for their direct tonic or subduing and soothing quali- 
ti(\s; and, finally, judgn^d as an Illustrator, it may be 
questioned wiiether anolh(‘r ])aint(T has ever prestmted a 
world more complete and convincing, has ever had an 
ideal more majestic, or ever endow^ed things with more 
IitToic significance*. 

Unfortunately he did not always avail Iiimself of his 
highest Lufts. At times you feel him to be clogged by his 
science, althougli never, like Uccello, docs he suggest the 
surveyor and lo[JOgrai)her rather than the painter. Now 
and again those wiio arc on the outlook for their favour- 
ite type of beauty, will receive shocks from certain of 
Piero’s men and women. Others still may find him too 
impersonal, too impassive. 

Impersonality — that is the quality whereby he holds us 
spell-bound, that is his most distinguishing virtue — one 
wdiich he shares wath only tw^o oilier artists : the one name- 
less, wd)0 carved the pediments of the Parthenon, and the 
other Velazquez, who painted wathout ever betraying an 
emotion. 

“ The imfiersonality of art ” — a phrase not familiar 
enough to pass without comment. I mean two dillereiu 
things, one a method, the other a quality. As a metliod, 
impersonality has been understood by all the great artists 
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and the few competent critics who liavi- ever existed. They 
have appreciated the fact that in art, as in life, those few 
among us who have not reduced the whole of the pheno- 
menal universe (or at least all of it that ever concerns us) 
to a series of mere syrnliols, those of us whom physical and 
mental habits have not so crushingly enslaved but that 
we retain some freedom of perception — they have under- 
stood that such people will react to every different object 
in a different way, no matter how slight the difference. If 
a given situation in life, a certain aspect of landscajic, pro- 
duces an impression u|>on the artist, what must he do to 
make us feel it as he felt it? There is one thing he must 
not do, and that is to reproduce his own feeling about it. 
That may or may not be interesting, may or may not be 
artistic ; but one thing it certainly cannot do — it cannot 
produce upon us the effect of the original situation in life 
or the original as[)ect of the landscape; for the feeling is 
not the original phenomenon itself, but the jihenornenon, 
to say the least, as refracted by the* personality of the 
artist. And this jiersonal feeling being another thing, must 
needs produce another effect. The artist will therefore 
carefully avoid reproducing his own feeling. He will leave 
himself out of count, and reducing the original pheno- 
menon to its essential significant facts and forces, will 
reproduce these, and thus really make us, in our turn, 
react to them as he has reacted, and feel as he has felt. 

That Piero della Francesca was impersonal in this sense 
will be readily granted; for was he not a great artist? He 
was, however, impersonal not in his mctliod only, as all 
great artists have to be, but he was what would be com- 
monly called impassive, that is to say unemotional, in his 
conceptions as w'ell. He loved impersonality, the absence 
of exjiressed emotion, as a quality in things. Having, for 
artistic reasons, chosen types the most manly, and, for 
perhaps similar reasons, a landscape which happens to be 
of the greatest severity and dignity, he combined and re- 
combined them as each subject reejuired, allowing the 
grand figures, the grand action, and the severe landscape, 
these, and these alone, to exercise upon us, as they must 
when all special emotion is disregarded, their utmost 
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power. He never asks what his actors feel. 'I'heir emotions 
are no concern of his. Yet no “ Flagellation ” is more 
impressive than one of his, althougli you will not find on 
the face of any of the dramatis personae an cxiiression 
respon.sive to the situation; and, as if to make the scene, 
all the more severely imper.sonal, Piero has introduced 
into this marvellous picture three majc.stic forms who 
stand in the foreground as uncoricerned as the everlasting 
rocks. And so, in his fresco of the “ Resurrection,” Piero 
has not even thought of asking himself what tyj)c of person 
Christ was. He chose one of the manliest and most robust, 
and in the grey watered light of the morning, by the 
spreading cypresses and plane trees, you see this figure 
rising out of the tomb. You feel the solemnity, the im- 
jfortance of the moment, as in perliaps no other version of 
this .subject; and, if you are a person sensitive lo art, you 
w'ill have felt all this before you h.avc thought of asking 
whether Christ looks appropriately Chi ist-likc, or whether 
there is a fit exjiression on His face. 

The spell of an art as impersonal, as unemotional as 
Piero’s (or that of Velaz(iuez) is undeniably great, but why 
is it: — in what does its charm, its potent attractiveness con- 
sist? It is, I think, a compound of many things. In the 
first place, where there is no specialised expre.ssion of feel- 
ing — so attractive to our weak fle.sh — we are left the more 
open to receive the purely artistic impressions of tactile 
values, movement, and chiaroscuro. So unnecessary do I 
find facial expre.ssion, and indeed, at times so disturbing, 
that if a great statue happens to be without a head, I 
seldom miss it; for the forms and the action, if both be 
adequate, are expressive enough to enable me to com- 
plete the figure in the sense that they indicate: while 
there is always a chance that the head, in works of even 
the best masters, will lie over-expressive — in a direction 
either not necessitated by the forms and action, or in flat 
contradiction to them. 

But there is another reason, le.ss artistic and more gen- 
eral, to account for the effect of impassiveness in art. 
Ardently as we love those beings who react to things by' 
the measure and in the quality that we ourselves react to 
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them, so, in other moods, in moments of spent sensibility, 
we no less eagerly love those other beings or objects which, 
though we endow them witli a splendid and kindred per- 
sonality, yet do not react at all to things that almost over- 
power us. Taking it for granted that they are no less 
sensitive than we are, and seeing that they are not moved 
at all where perhaps we should be overwhelmed, we 
ascribe to them the calm and majesty of heroes; and as we 
more than half become the things we admire, we also, for 
a moment too brief, are heroes. This sentiment, when 
exaggeration does not make it Byronic, becomes an atti- 
tude toward landscape like Wordsworth’s, an attitude 
toward man like Piero della Francesca’s. The artist, de- 
picting man disdainful of the storm and stress of life, is no 
less reconciling and healing than the poet who, while 
endowing Nature with Humanity, rejoices in its measure- 
less superiority to hmnan passions and human sorrows. 


IX 

Piero was followed by two pupils, Mclozzo and Signorelli, 
each of whom, starting with the heritage Piero left them, 
and following the promptings of his own temperament, and 
the guidance of his own genius, touched excellence in his 
own splendid way. Melozzo was the grander tempera- 
ment, Signorelli the subtler and deeper mind. 

Melozzo took the heroic creations of his master — hearts 
which an emotion had never visited. He assimilated as 
much as he thought necessary of Piero’s science, the science 
for which Piero had fought so hard that his paintings too 
often retain more trace of the battleground than are 
pleasant. These majestic types, and the wonderful know- 
ledge of movement needed to articulate tiiem, Melozzo 
expended upon a purpose at the farthest remove from 
Piero’s. For Melozzo, the figure was never impassive, never 
an end in itself, but always a means for embodying emo- 
tion. And these emotions are so overpowering, his grandly 
robust forms are so possessed by them, that personality and 
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even mere awareness are swept clean away, the figures 
becoming pure incarnations of the one great feeling by 
which they are animated. Of these feelings his figures 
would be the concrete symbols, could we ourselves but 
stand off and regard them at the distance of the intellect. 
But they carry us away and we also become possessed. 
You might as well remain indilfercnt to Calve where in 
Carmen she is most the soi'ccrcss. As abandoned to the 
one feeling, as unconscious of others, or even of self, as 
impersonal, arc the music-making angels in Melozzo’s 
sacred fragments at St. Peter’s. Nor is it Dionysiac rapture 
only that the master could portray. Nowhere perhaps as 
in his renowned “ Apothecary’s Apprentice Pounding 
Herbs ” does painting show such embodiment of the joy 
in mere living, the play of muscles, and the use of limbs : 
and his Prophets (in a sacristy of the Holy House at 
Loreto) have a solemnity and magical aloofness such as 
can be found only in Aeschylus and Keats when they 
speak of fallen dynasties of gods. 

Luca Signorelli docs not glow with Melozzo’s consum- 
ing fire; and yet he takes his rank beyond. His was the 
finer and deeper mind, his genius fetched the larger 
compass, his perception of value, both in life and in art, 
was subtler and more just. Even in feeling for the poetry 
in things, Luca was inferior to no man. Then — to be more 
specific — to a sense for tactile values scarcely less than 
Giotto’s, Luca added Masaccio’s or Piero della Francesca’s 
command over action. In this, indeed, he almost rivalled 
his own teacher in that art and its unparalleled master, 
Antonio Pollaiuolo. Great artist he would have been with 
these qualities alone, but for him they were means to an 
end, and that end, different from Melozzo’s, was his joy in 
the Nude. 

What the Nude is and whence its supcrcminence in the 
figure arts, I have discussed elscwhere.’^ I must limit my- 
self here to the statement that the nude human figure is 
the only object winch in perfection conveys to us values of 
touch and particularly of movement. Hence the j^ainting 
of the Nude is the supreme endeavour of tlie very greatest 

^ Bk. II, The Florentine Painters. 
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artists; and, when successfully treated, the most life- 
comrnunicating and life-enhancing theme in existence. 
The first modern master to appreciate this truth in its 
utmost range, and to act upon it, was Michelangelo, but in 
Signorelli he had not only a precursor but almost a rival. 
Luca, indeed, falls behind only in his dimmer perception 
of the import of the Nude and in his mastery over it. For 
his entire treatment is drier, his feeling for texture and 
tissue of surface much weaker, and the female form re- 
vealed itself to him but reluctantly. Signorelli’s Nude, 
therefore, does not attain to the soaring beauty of Michel- 
angelo’s; but it has virtues of its own — a certain gigantic 
robustness and suggestions of primeval energy. 

The reason why, perhaps, he failed somewhat in his 
appreciation of the Nude may be, not that “ the time was 
not ripe for him,” as is often said, but rather that he was 
a Central Italian — which is almost as much as to say an 
Illustrator. Preoccupied with the purpose of conveying 
ideas and feelings by means of his own visual images, he 
could not devote his complete genius to the more essential 
problems of art. Michelangelo also was an Illustrator — 
alas ! — ^but he, at least, where he could not {lerfectly weld 
Art and Illustration, sacrificed Illustration to Art. 

But a truce to his faults ! What though his nudes are 
not perfect; what though — as in candour must be said — 
his colour is not always as it should be, a glamour upon 
things, and his composition is at times crowded and con- 
fused? Luca Signorelli none the less remains one of the 
grandest — ^raark you, I do not say pleasantest — Illustrators 
of modern times. His vision of the world may seem austere, 
but it already is ours. His sense of form is our sense of 
form; his images are our images. Hence he was the first 
to illustrate our own house of life. Compare his designs 
for Dante (frescoed under his Heaven and Hell at Orvieto) 
with even Botticelli’s, and you will see to what an extent 
the great Florentine artist still visualises as an alien from 
out of the Middle Ages, while Signorelli estranges us, if 
indeed at all, not by his quaintness but by his grand 
austerity. 

It is as a great Illustrator first, and then as a great artist 
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that we must appreciate Signorelli. And now let us look 
at a few of his works — ^works which reveal his mastery over 
the Nude and action, his depth and refinement of emotion, 
the splendour of his conceptions. How we are made to 
feel the murky bewilderment of the risen dead, the glad, 
sweet joy of the blessed, the forces overwhelming the 
damned! It w'ould not have been possible to communi- 
cate .such feelings but for the Nude, which possesses to 
the highest degree the power to make us feel, all over our 
own bodies, its own state. In these frescoes at Orvieto 
how complete a match for the “ Dies Irae ” are the skies 
with their overshadowing trains of horror, and the trumpet 
blasts of the angels ! What high solemnity in his Volterra 
“ Annunciation ” — the flaming sunset sky, the sacred 
shyness of the Virgin, the awful look of Gabriel I At 
Cortona, in an “ Entombment,” you see Christ upheld by 
a great angel who has just alighted from a blessed sphere, 
its majesty still on his face, its dew on his wings. I.ook at 
Signorelli’s music-making angels in a cupola at Loreto. 
Almost they are I'rench Gothic in their witchery, and they 
listen to their own playing as if to charm out the most 
secret spirit of their instruments. And you can see what 
a sense Signorelli had for refined beauty, if, when sated 
with Guido’s “ Aurora,” y'ou will rest your eyes on a 
Madonna by him in the same pavilion of the Rospigliosi 
Palace. 

The Nude for its own sake, for its distinctly tonic value, 
was used by Signorelli in one of the few most fascinating 
works of art in our heritage — I mean his “ Pan ” at 
Berlin. The goat-footed Pan, with the majestic pathos of 
nature in his aspect, sits in the hushed solemnity of the 
sunset, the tender crescent moon crowning his locks. 
Primevally grand nude figures stand about him, while 
young Olympos is piping, and another youth lies at his 
feet playing on a reed. They are holding solemn dis- 
course, and their theme is “ I’he Poetry of Earth is never 
Dead.” The sunset has begotten them upon the dew of 
the earth, and they are whispering the secrets of the Great 
Mother. 

And now, just a glance at one or two of Luca’s tri- 



UM BRIAN ART 


142 

uiiiphs in movement. They are to be found chiefly in his 
predelle, executed in his hoary old age, where, with a 
freedom of touch at times suggesting Daumier, he gives 
masses in movement, conjoined, and rippling like chain 
mail. Perhaps the very best are certain bronzed predelle 
at Umbertide, a village situated upon the Tiber’s bank; 
but more at hand is one in the Uffizi, painted in earlier 
years, an “ Annunciation,” wherein the Angel runs so 
swiftly that he drinks the air before him. 


X 

Among the other Central Italians Piero della Francesca, 
Melozzo, and Signorelli stand out as conspicuous excep- 
tions, being artists unusually endowed with a feeling for 
tactile values and movement, and all that by these means 
may accrue as advantage to art. We shall find no such 
men among the masters of the third school of Central 
Italian painting — the Umbrian. 

Umbrian painting, when first we meet it, is but a pro- 
vincial offshoot of Sienese art, the strides of which it 
followed with timid short steps. I^eft to itself, it produced 
such a marsh growth as Ottaviano Nelli’s frescoes at 
Foligno, works of such senile imbecility that Siena, in her 
most palsied moments, cannot show their equal. Yet 
Umbria, although succeeding to the aspirations, ideals, 
and methods of Siena, was not, like that proud city, closed 
to foreign influences; and contact, direct or indirect, 
with Florence gave the Umbrian school not only the 
wherewithal to pursue its career to a glorious climax, but 
to do for the Renaissance and subsequent times what 
Siena had done for the Middle Ages, to pick out from the 
chaos of things and to fix those images and visions which 
in actual life would bring gladness and peace, to charge 
with fresh meanings great themes grown too familiar, to 
set fresh goals for tireless aspirations, to enshrine in new- 
made forms a new-felt loveliness. 

And to this task, perhaps more priest-like than pictorial. 
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the school of Umbria remained severely faithful. Never 
once was it won over to art for art’s own sake. It re- 
mained dilettante, with no feeling for form, caring little 
for movement, using them ready-made, not for their own 
tonic virtues, but as means to the Illustrator’s end. 

Umbrian art reveals itself clearly, if not completely, in 
its first great master, Gentile da Fabriano. To a feeling 
for beauty, and a sense for colour nurtured on Sienese 
models, to a power of construction fostered by contact 
with Florentine art, Gentile added a glowing vivacity of 
fancy, and, thus prepared, he devoted his life to recording 
the Medieval ideal of terrestrial happiness, clear, complete 
at last (as is the wont of ideals) when the actuality, of 
which it was the enchanting refraction, was just about to 
fade into the past. I’air knights and lovely ladies, spurs of 
gold, jewelled brocade, crimson damasks, gorgeous trains 
on regal steeds ride under golden skies wherein bright suns 
flatter charmed mountain tops. All the faces are aglow 
with blitheness. Why arc they so happy? Have they 
waked from nightmare hauntings of Purgatory and Hell? 
So it would seem, and they rejoice in the blood tickling 
their veins, in the cool breezes, in the smell of flowers. 
And what a love of flowers ! Gentile fills with them even 
the nooks and crannies of the woodwork enframing his 
gorgeous “ Epiphany.” 

But in Umbria such was the dearth of talent that 
among his countrymen Gentile found no one to succeed 
him. (What rich fabrics could be constructed with his 
ore we may behold in the fascinating achievements of his 
North Italian pupils, Vittore Pisano and Jacopo Bellini.) 
The child’s prattle of Boccatis, winning at times, but ever 
crude, is all that languishing Umbrian art can show for a 
generation after Gentile’s death. And it is quite conceiv- 
able that painting in Umbria would have dribbled on in a 
failing, sickly stream, but for the providential aid suddenly 
sent from Florence. Not her greatest son did she speed 
thither, nor even one among her greatest. Benozzo Goz- 
zoli came — like many a Roman proconsul, second- or 
third-rate at home, yet a refulgent source of light and life 
in the distant British or Dacian province. And Benozzo 
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not only woke to activity whatever latent talent there was 
in Umbria, not only furnished this talent with models to 
form itself upon, but, best of all, taught the Umbrians to 
look to Florence for instruction and enlightenment. 

By far the most gifted of these native talents stung to 
consciousness by Benozzo was Lorenzo of Viterbo, who 
perished in his prime, leaving great paintings to his little 
town. I'here you may see a chapel frescoed by him — 
exuberant, full of splendid failure, more splendid pro- 
mise, and great achievement withal. Seldom shall you 
witness a more spacious ceremony than his “ Marriage of 
the Virgin,’ festive yet stately, filled with majestic men, 
staid matrons, and proud, life-enjoying youth — these, 
fitter suitors of Penelope than of the Galilean maiden. 

Very different indeed was Niccolo da Foligno, in some 
respects the founder of the school in the narrower sense 
known as Umbrian — ^really the school of Perugia and its 
vale — and certainly the first painter in whom the emo- 
tional, now passionate and violent, now mystic and ecstatic, 
temperament of St, Francis’s countrymen was fully re- 
vealed. Regarded merely as an Illustrator, Niccolo ranks 
high. With a sincerity convincing beyond question, he 
expresses the frantic grief of the believer who has dwelt 
upon Christ’s passion until he himself almost feels the 
stigmata, brooded over Mary’s sorrow until he also is 
pierced with the seven wounds of her anguish. Niccolo 
feels penetratingly, expresses his wailful yearnings un- 
hushed, and makes no compromises. The result is that, 
with the precisely identical purpose of the later Bolognese, 
he holds our attention, even gives us a certain pungent 
dolorous pleasure, while we turn away from Guido Reni 
with disgust unspeakable. These later painters coquette 
in most unseemly fashion with the flesh and the devil, even 
while they crucify Christ, or torture a virgin martyr. 
Niccolo is single-minded. You may dislike him as you 
dislike Calderon, but his power is undeniable, and he also 
was an artist — for Niccolo w'as not devoid of feeling for 
line and colour, not unstudied in the art of rendering 
movement. 
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XI 

And at last wc are at Perugia, the Umbrian capital, the 
town destined to shelter that school of painting which, of 
all, is at once the most pleasing and the most famous, the 
school which culminated in Raphael, the most beloved 
name in art. 

But despite its grand destiny, Perugia was not peculiarly 
gifted with artistic genius, or it would not have called on 
Boccatis of Carncrino, on Fra Angelico, on Domenico 
Veneziano, on Benozzo Gozzoli, on Piero della Francesca, 
and Luca Signorelli to supply the pictures it needed. 
Nor could much have been augured from Perugia’s 
first native painter of note. As an artist Bonfigli 
scarcely ranks as high as Niccolb da Foligno, his fellow- 
pupil under Benozzo Gozzoli. He was a much more depen- 
dent person, but being more imitative, with the models of 
Fra Angelico or Benozzo before him, he at times painted 
exquisite things, and by nature he was gifted with that 
sense of the charming wherewith Perugia was later to take 
the world captive. Some of the freshest and loveliest of all 
angel faces may be seen in Bonfigli’s altar-pieces and 
standards. Ilis colour has almost always that hint of gold 
which never fades from Umbrian art. But far was it from 
him to harbour a feeling, no matter how faint, for what in 
painting is more essential than charming faces and pretty 
colour : and no degenerate Sienese ever was more garru- 
lous and incompetent than Bonfigli when he attempted 
historical composition. Such a task was not to be per- 
formed by Perugians before further contact with Florence 
had given them as much acquaintance at least with form 
and movement as was just necessary. 

Fiorenzo di Lorenzo was thrice dipped in the vivifying 
stream of Florentine art. At the dawn of his career, Benoz- 
zo had been his inspiration; while yet a youth, he put 
himself to school at Florence under Antonio Pollaiuolo, 
the great tu:tist in movement; and before returning to his 

l.P.R. X 
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provincial home, he learned many a secret from Luca 
Signorelli. Fresh from these stimulating influences Fior- 
enzo created works not less naive as illustration than those 
of his fellow artists who had not moved from Perugia, yet 
greatly superior in drawing and modelling, like the Nativity 
now in the gallery of that town. But the inexorable dull- 
ness of provincialism soon began to settle down on him, 
and before the end he sank to caricaturing his splendid 
beginnings. 

He naturally could not hold his own with Perugino and 
Pintoricchio, two other painters associated with his native 
town, painters whose triumphs were so great that to this 
day their names arc among the most familiar in art. At 
first there scarcely coiild have existed that disparity be- 
tween their talents which became so manifest later. Start- 
ing nearly on a level, Perugino for many years was ever 
to renew his strength by Antacan contact with Florence; 
Pintoricchio never had such purification from provincial 
dry-rot, and the leaden cope of humdrum custom once 
settled upon him, the invigorating air of the outer world 
never touched him more. 

But Pintoricchio’s natural endowments were great, and 
his earliest works are among die most faithful representa- 
tions of refined splendour and elegance of living which 
prevailed with the great gentlemen and humanists of his 
time. Gentle feeling, lovely women and children, romantic 
landscape, clear arrangement, splendid portraiture, do 
their best to absorb and please us. As more serious tasks 
have been carefully avoided, there is nothing to suggest a 
higher plane of artistic activity. We lazily enjoy these 
frescoes as so much refined genre. And we shall find the 
same characteristics in most of his earlier works — all those 
in Rome which he executed with his own hand and with- 
out too much hurry. What lovely faces those of the angels 
in the Aracoeli ! What pretty women in the Borgia 
Apartments, or in S. Maria del Popolo ! What splendid 
portraits, what romantic landscape everywhere ! And, in 
addition to all this, how much of that peculiarly Central 
Italian feeling for arrangement and space which already 
we found so noteworthy in the early Sienese — a feeling 
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which we shall find more remarkable by far in the Peru- 
gians. We shall look in vain among earlier painters or 
other schools for a scene more spacious within its limits, 
where the figures are better placed, the architecture more 
nobly suggestive, where the landscape brings indoors more 
of its hypaethral fragrance, than in Pintoricchio’s lunette 
at S. Maria del Popolo representing St. Jerome preaching. 
Vainer still would be a .search for the setting of a cere- 
mony more ample and gracious than the Aracoeli “ Funer- 
al of St. Bernardino ” — a city square, more noble, where 
one would breathe more freely. 

But if mere prettiness pleased so well, why then, the 
more pretty faces, the more splendid costumes, and roman- 
tic surroundings per square foot, the better! And so 
Pintoricchio, never possessing much feeling for form or 
movement, now, under the pressure of favour and popul- 
arity, forgot their very existence, and tended to make of 
his work an olla podrida rich and savoury, but more wel- 
come to provincial palates than to the few gourmets. And 
when such an opulent and luxurious half-barbarian as 
Pope Alexander VI was his employer, then no spice nor 
condiment nor seasoning was spared, and a more gor- 
geously barbaric blaze of embossed gold and priceless 
ultramarine than in the Borgia Apartments you shall not 
soon see again 1 

As a painter, we could now leave Pintoricchio to the 
contempt he deserves. His later work, seriously considered, 
is all tinsel and costume-painting, a reversion to the worst 
Umbrian art of the beginning of the century — and, writing 
this, I do not forget the famous frescoes in the Libreria 
del Duomo at Siena. These frescoes, recounting the life 
and adventures of the great journalist and diplomat, after- 
wards Pope Pius II, bring me to the one further point I 
wish to make. As figure-painting, they scarcely could be 
worse. Not a creature stands on his feet, not a body exists ; 
even the beauty of his women’s faces has, through care- 
lessness and thoughtless, constant repetition, become 
soured; as colour, these frescoes could hardly be gaudier 
or cheaper. And yet they have an undeniable charm. Bad 
as they are in every other way, they are almost perfect 
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as architectonic decoration. Pintoricchio had been given 
an oblong room of no extraordinary dimensions; but what 
did he not make of it ! Under a ceiling daintily enamelled 
with cunningly set-in panels of painting, grand arches 
open spaciously on romantic landscapes. You have a 
feeling of being under .shelter, surrounded by all the 
splendour that wealth and art can contrive, yet in the 
open air — and that open air not boundless, raw, but 
measured off, its immensity made manifest by the arches 
which frame it, made commensurate with your own inborn 
feeling for roominess, but improved upon, extended, and 
harmonised, until you feel that there at last you can 
breathe so that mere breathing shall be music. Now it 
happens that certain processions, certain ceremonies, rather 
motley, not over-impressive, are going on in this enchanted 
out-of-doors. But you are so attuned that either you 
notice nothing unpleasant at all, or you take it as you 
would a passing band of music on a spring morning when 
your own pulses were dancing. 

The last word, then, about Pintoricchio is that he was a 
great space-composer, even here not the equal of Perugino, 
and not to be admitted to the inner sanctuary where 
Raphael reigns supreme, yet great enough to retain in 
his worst daubs so much of this rare, tonic quality that, if 
you are not over-subtle in the analysis of your enjoyment, 
you will be ready to swear that these daubs are not daubs 
but most precious pictures. 


XII 

And if space-composition could do so much for Pinto- 
ricchio, how much more could it accomplish for Perugino 
or Raphael, who possessed far greater dominion over it ! 
In them it was all clear gain, for, slight though their 
mastery over the most essential qualities in the figure arts, 
they took good care not to advertise their failings, and 
seldom do they offend by attempts too ambitious for their 
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powers. Yet, apart from their greatness, particularly 
Raphael’s, as Illustrators, their only conspicuous merit as 
artists was in space-composition, in which art Perugino 
surpassed all who ever came before him, and indeed all 
who came after him, excepting, however, his own pupil, 
Raphael, by whom even he was left far behind. 

Hut what is this unheard-of art of space-composition? 
To begin with, it is not at all a synonym for “ composi- 
tion ” as ordinarily used, a word by which, I take it, we 
mean such an arrangement of objects within a given area 
as will satisfy our feelings for symmetry, harmony, com- 
pactness, and clearness. But all this arrangement is with 
reference to a flat surface, and extensions up and down, 
to right and left of an ideal centre — not inwards — and we 
already have met with a perfect example of this art in 
Duccio’s “ Incredulity of Thomas.” Now space-composi- 
tion differs from ordinary composition in the first place 
most obviously in that it is not an arrangement to be 
judged as extending only laterally, or up and down on a 
flat surface, but as extending inwards in depth as well. It 
is composition in three dimensions, and not in two, in the 
cube, not merely on the surface. And, though less obviously, 
.space-composition differs even more widely from ordinary 
composition in its effect. The latter, reduced to its ele- 
ments, plays only on our feeling for pattern — itself a com- 
pound of direct optical sensations and their mental conse- 
quences, of faint impressions of balance, and fainter 
ideated movements. Space-composition is much more 
potent. Producing as it docs immediate effects — how and 
why cannot here be discussed — on the vaso-motor system, 
with every change of space we suffer on the instant a 
change in our circulation and our breathing — a change 
which we become aware of as a feeling of heightened or 
lowered vitality. The direct effect, then, of space-compo- 
sition is not only almost as powerful as that of music, but 
is brought about in much the same way; for, although 
many other factors enter in to produce the impression 
made by music, the body of its force grows out of the 
revolutions it produces in the vaso-motor system. Hence 
the likeness so often felt, but, to my knowledge at least. 
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never explained, between music and architecture — the 
latter, in so far as it is not merely superior carpentry, being 
essentially a manifestation, the most specific and the most 
powerful, of the art of space-composition. 

With this last statement many will agree who then will 
wonder how in painting space-composition can have a 
place, unless, indeed, it reproduce architecture. But a 
painting that represents architecture is intrinsically no 
more of a space-composition than any other picture. This 
art comes into existence only when we get a sense of space 
not as a void, as something merely negative, such as we 
customarily have, but, on the contrary, as something 
very positive and definite, able to confirm our conscious- 
ness of being, to heighten our feeling of vitality. Space- 
composition is the art which humanises the void, making 
of it an enclosed Eden, a domed mansion wherein our 
higher selves find at last an abode, not only as comfort- 
ing, as measured to our every-day needs, as the homes of 
the happier among us, but as transporting, as exalting as 
are those things only which build up the ideal life. Near 
as it is to music in the form of great architecture, space- 
composition is even more musical in painting; for here 
there is less of the tyranny of mere masses of material, 
and their inexorable suggestions of weight and support; 
here there is more freedom, less is determined for one, 
although nothing is left to wayward fancy; and here, 
with this seeming greater freedom, many more instruments 
are playing to woo us away from our tight, painfully 
limited selves, and to dissolve us into the space presented, 
until at last we seem to become its indwelling, permeating 
spirit. 

Space-composition in painting, then, is not the upstart 
rival of architecture, but its lovelier sister, an art capable 
of effects finer, more enchanting, more surely winning. 
And it produces its effects by totally different means. 
Architecture closes in and imprisons space, is largely an 
affair of interiors. Painted space-composition opens out 
the space it frames in, puts boundaries only ideal to the 
roof of heaven. All that it uses, whether the forms of the 
natural landscape, or of grzuid architecture, or even of the 
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human figure, it reduces to be its ministrants in conveying 
a sense of untrammelled, but not chaotic spaciousness. In 
such pictures how freely one breathes — as if a load had 
just been lifted from one’s breast; how refreshed, how 
noble, how potent one feels; again, how soothed; and still 
again, how wafted forth to abodes of far-away bliss ! 

The feeling just described is one that, at happy moments, 
many of us have had in the presence of nature, and it is 
one that we exfiect, but too seldom get, from landscape- 
painting. Yet space-composition is as distinct from the 
art of landscape as it is from architecture. It can produce 
its effects with a grand city square (as indeed we have it in 
paintings by Piero della Francesca) no less, if not better, 
than with the lines of the hills; its triumphs do not depend 
on subtle modelling of the atmosjihere, nor on elaborate 
study of light and shade. Nay, so little mere dexterity, 
skill, and science are required to succeed in this art, that, 
provided the artist have the feeling for it, and be brought 
up in a good tradition, even the poorest can attain to some 
success : and there scarcely can be found an Umbrian 
picture, wretched though it may be in all other respects, 
which does not win us by its pleasant sweep of space. And 
if our interest be really in the work of art — not in the 
artist, and his madness, triumph, or despair — we shall not 
despise space-composition because it requires less dexterity 
and skill than landscape-painting as now practised. Be- 
lieve me, if you have no native feeling for space, not all 
the science, not all the labour in the world will give it you. 
And yet without this feeling there can be no perfect 
landscape. In spite of the exquisite modelling of Cezanne, 
who gives the sky its tactile values as perfectly as Michel- 
angelo has given them to the human figure, in spite of all 
Monet’s communication of the very pulse-beat of the 
sun’s warmth over fields and trees, we are still waiting for 
a real art of landscape. And this will come only when 
some artist, modelling skies like Cezanne’s, able to com- 
municate light and heat as Monet does, will have a feeling 
for space rivalling Perugino’s or even Raphael’s. And 
because Poussin, Claude, and Turner have had much of 
this feeling, despite their inferiority in other respects to 
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some of the artists of our own generation, they remain the 
greatest European landscape painters — for space-compo- 
sition is the bone and marrow of the art of landscape. 


XIII 

Now that we have some inkling of the resemblances and 
differences between space-composition on one side, and 
architecture and landscape-painting on the other; now 
that we understand why it has a distinct place among the 
arts, we shall be able to appreciate the real qualities of 
Perugino and Raphael, as otherwise we could not pos- 
sibly have done. One point, however, still remains to be 
noted. It is this. Space-composition, as we agreed, woos 
us away from our tight, painfully limited selves, dissolves 
us into the space presented, until at last we seem to be- 
come its permeating, indwelling spirit. In other words, 
this wonderful art can take us away from ourselves and 
give us, where we are under its spell, the feeling of being 
identified with the universe, perhaps even of being the 
soul of the universe. The feeling may be so conscious that 
it remains an artistic sensation — the most artistic of all; or 
it may transport one into the raptures of mysticism; but 
for those of us who are neither idolaters nor suppliants, 
this sense of identification with the universe is of the very 
essence of the religious emotion — an emotion, by the way, 
as independent of belief and conduct as love itself. And 
now behold whither we have come. The religious emotion 
— ^for some of us entirely, for others at least in part — is 
produced by a feeling of identification with the universe; 
this feeling, in its turn, can be created by space-composi- 
tion; it follows then that this art can directly communi- 
cate religious emotion — or at least all the religious emo- 
tion that many of us really have, good church-members 
though we may be. And indeed I scarcely see by what 
other means the religious emotion can be directly com- 
municated by painting — ^mark you, I do not say repre- 
sented. 
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If, then, space-composition is the only art intrinsically 
religious, since the Perugian school is the great mistress 
of this art, we see why the paintings of Perugino and 
Raphael produce, as no others, the religious emotion. And 
so strong is it when produced, that the haunting quandary 
of commonplace minds is how Perugino could have painted 
pictures so profoundly religious and yet have been an 
atheist and a villain. 

If here it were our business to discuss the relation of 
the work of art to the artist, it could be pointed out that 
a villain and an atheist might paint sweet, holy people 
because he preferred them in life, finding them easier 
victims, lovely, tender, j)ure women, because they were 
a rarer or more fragile prey. Finding these people more 
convenient, he might even be crafty enough to do what 
he could to add to their number by painting pictures that 
would wake those who looked on them to a consciousness 
of preference for a life holy and refined. All this is a 
quite conceivable, but here at least an unnecessary, hypo- 
thesis. Perugino, as I have but now said, produces his 
religious effect by means of his space-comjiosition. Of his 
figures we require no more than that they shall not disturb 
this feeling, and if we take them as we should, chiefly as 
architectonic members in the effect of space, they seldom 
or never disturb us. 7’hcir stereotyped attitudes and ex- 
pressions we should judge, not as if they were persons in a 
drama, but as so many columns or arches, of which we 
surely would not demand dramatic variety. 

Not that Perugino was contemptible as a mere Illus- 
trator. Far from it! He had a feeling for beauty in 
women, charm in young men, and dignity in the old, 
seldom surpassed before or since. In his youth he painted 
a series of panels, now in the Perugia Gallery, recounting 
certain miracles of S. Bernardino. They keep us spell- 
bound by a beauty, a charm, a grace peculiarly Umbrian, 
manifested in forms expressive of a feeling for line and 
movement almost Florentine. How fascinating are these 
scenes, with their refined Renaissance buildings, their 
garlanded triumphal arches opening on the high-skied 
Umbrian valley, their romantic landscapes, their lovely 
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women and their still lovelier youth — tall, slender, golden- 
haired, dainty — Shakespeare’s heroines in disguise. Then 
there is a well-ordered seemliness, a sanctuary aloofness in 
all his people which makes them things apart, untouched 
and pure. Great reserve also does much for him. Violent 
action he doubtless avoided because he felt himself unequal 
to the task — indeed, so little did he ever master movement 
that his figures when walking, dance on tip-toe, and on 
their feet they never stand; but he as carefully kept away 
from unseemly expression of emotion. How refreshingly 
quiet are his Crucifixions and Entombments ! The still air 
is soundless, and the people wail no more; a sigh inaudible, 
a look of yearning, and that is all. How soothing must 
such paintings have been after the din and turmoil and 
slaughter of Perugia, the bloodiest town in Italy! Can it 
be wondered at that men, women, and children ran to sec 
them? Nor yet is life so free from sordid cares and mean- 
ingless broils that we can forgo such balm for the soul as 
Perugino brings. 

The space effect, however, plays so important a part in 
his compositions that it becomes difficult to say just how 
much of their quality is due to other factors. We shall be 
surer of our judgement if we look at one or two of Peru- 
gino’s portraits. In young Messer Alessandro Braccesi we 
have the type so recurrent in the pictures, and we see that 
it loses little of its Peruginesque charm, although here 
there is no transfiguring background. And even in a 
portrait where there is a most soothing special accompani- 
ment, the one, in the Uffizi, of Francesco dell’ Opere, 
Perugino shows his great mastery over Illustration by 
presenting to us one of the most ably interpreted, most 
firmly characterised, most convincing faces in the whole 
range of Renaissance art — so powerful a face that all the 
poppy drowsiness of the landscape cannot soften down its 
rigour. And how little of swooning sentimentality there 
really was in his nature we may infer from that sternly 
matter-of-fact self-appreciation, his own portrait in the 
Cambio at Perugia. 

Remarkable, however, as are Perugino’s qualities as an 
Illustrator, I doubt whether we should rank him among 
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the great artists for these alone. 'I'hcy are not sufficient — 
if, indeed, even the very highest reaches of mere Illustra- 
tion ever are — to make up for a deficiency in feeling either 
for form or movement, a deficiency not so deplorable, 
thanks to his repeated contact with Florence, as Pinto- 
ricchio’s, yet sad enough. But so potent was his charm as 
a space-composer that we never lake his figures seriously as 
figures — or, if we do, we are wrong; for to quarrel with 
them is no wiser than to make ado about silly words set to 
a solemn music. These figures got worse and worse as he 
grew older, and, finally, when art already was awhirl with 
the revelation of Michelangelo, Perugino, altogether retir- 
ing from the struggle to count among artists, ceased visit- 
ing Florence, and lost what .sense he ever had possessed 
for the figure and the nude. But his feeling for space he 
could not lose; nay, it gained in strength when, no longer 
wasting vitality on the effort of painting the figure as for 
itself it should be painted — an effort repugnant to his 
nature — he gave loose rein to his native impulse. He spent 
the last years of his life wreathing the Umbrian hills with 
his golden art, leaving on the walls of many a wayside 
shrine skies and horizons ineffable. 

And now let us look more closely at a few of Perugino’s 
compositions. One of his earliest works is the fresco, in 
the Sixtine Chapel, of “ Christ Giving the Keys to Peter,” 
a work in which he has given more attention to structure 
than you shall find him doing again. As if by miracle, 
several persons arc standing on their feet. Note, however, 
that these are neither Christ nor the Apostles, whom doubt- 
less Pietro was already painting by rote, but portraits of 
his own friends. And as if to explain the miracle, he has, 
on the extreme left, introduced himself standing by Luca 
Signorelli, with whom he then was closely associated. Yet 
you will not find even these persons life-enhancing by 
means of their tactile values or their movement. And 
throughout this fresco, Perugino’s figures are no more 
attractive than Pintoricchio’s, no better constructed than 
in the frescoes of those Florentine mediocrities, Cosimo 
Rosselli and Ghirlandaio, in movement contemptible be- 
side Botticelli. And still among the paintings of the Sixtine 



PERUGINO 


156 

Chapel Perugino’s is certainly not the least agreeable. Nay, 
is there one more delightful? It is the golden, joyous 
colour, the fine rhythm of the groups, and above all the 
buoyant spaciousness of this fresco that win and hold us. 
Our attention first falls on the figures in the foreground, 
which, measured against the pavement cunningly tessellated 
for the purpose, at once suggest a scale more commensur- 
ate with tlie vastness of nature than with the puniness of 
man. Nor do these grand figures crowd the s(|uare. Far 
from it. Spacious, roomy, pleasantly empty, it stretches 
beyond them, inward and upward, over groups of men, 
surely of the same breed, but made small by the distance, 
until, just this side of the horizon’s edge, your eye rests on 
a temple with soaring cupola and airy porticoes, the whole 
so proportioned to the figures in the foreground, so har- 
monised with the perspective of the pavement, that you 
get the feeling of being under a celestial dome, not shut in 
but open and free in the vastness of the space. The effect 
of the whole is perfectly determined both by the temple, 
through which runs the axis of this ideal hemisphere, and 
by the foreground, which suggests its circumference. And 
taking it as a sphere, you are compelled to feel as much 
space above and beyond the dome as there is between it 
and yourself. 

We have no time to dwell at this length on Perugino’s 
other paintings. But a few must not pass unmentioned. 
How cool in its warmth is the effect of the Albani Polyp- 
tych, with its space continuous through the various panels, 
felt through beautiful arches, stretching to enchanted dis- 
tances, evoking freshness and fragrance, bringing back to 
you those rare moments when, new to life, in the early 
hour of a summer morning, for an instant you tasted of 
Paradise. Of Perugino’s pictures in the Louvre alone, four 
have this golden, dreamy summeriness : the idyll, more 
than Theocritean, of “ Apollo and Marsyas ” ; the dainty 
small “St. Sebastian,” of Pietro’s later years; and two 
earlier works : the round containing the Madonna with 
guardian Saints and Angels, all dipp)cd in the colour of 
heaven, dreaming away in bliss the glowing summer after- 
noon; and, finally, the large “St. Sebastian,” enframed 
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under an arch which oj^ens out on Eden, and measuring, 
not as in plein-air painting, a mite against infinity, but as 
man should be in Eden, dominant and towering high over 
the horizon. It is this exaltation of the human being over 
the landscape that not only justifies but renders great, 
paintings ollicrwise so feeble as the frescoes in the Cambio 
of Perugia — even the feeblest of them, the one where you 
sec two lovely women unrecognisable, save for their sym- 
bols, as “ Strength of Will ” and “ I'emperance,” and on 
the ground below them dreamy, lackadaisical, pretty 
knights and captains, still less recognisable as renowned 
exemplifiers of these virtues, yet grand and columnar in 
their relation to the vastness of the landscape. Far better, 
despite its somewhat gaunt blues, is the Triptych of the 
National Gallery, mellow in its gold, with the adoring 
Virgin supereminent over nature, and the singing Angels 
turning the sky they float in to the apse of some aerial 
cathedral. Without the transmuting power of the spacious 
pavilion opening out on the Umbrian vale, what would 
be the value of the Munich panel representing the “ Virgin 
Appearing to St. Bernard ” ? What but the uplifting skies 
and soothing distances draws your steps at Florence to the 
“Crucifixion” in S. Maria Maddalena de’ Pazzi? 


XIV 

And now we are face to face with the most famous and 
most beloved name in modern art — Raphael Sanzio. There 
have been in the last five centuries artists of far greater 
genius. Michelangelo was grander and more powerful, 
Leonardo at once more profound and more refined. In 
Raphael you never get the sweet world’s taste as in Gior- 
gione, nor its full pride and splendour as in Titian and 
Veronese. And I am calling up only Italian names — how 
many others, if we chose to cross the Alps ! — and it is only 
as Illustrator that he rivals the.se : for in the more essential 
matters of figure-painting Raphael is not for a moment to 
be ranked on a level with the great Florentines; nor does 
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he, like the Venetians, indelibly dye the world with re- 
splendent colour. If you measure him with the standards 
that you would apply to artists like Pollaiuolo or Degas, 
you will soon condemn him to the radiant limbo of heavily 
gilt mediocrities; for movement and form were to his 
temperament, if not to his mind, as repugnant as ever they 
were to his patriarchal i)recursor, Duccio. Sift the legions 
of drawings ascribed to him until you have reduced their 
number to the few unmistakably his. Would you then 
venture to place even these few among the works of the 
greatest draughtsmen? Or look at his “Entombment,” 
the only comyiosition which he attempted to treat entirely 
as every serious figure-painting should be treated, for the 
tactile values and the movement that it may be made to 
imjDart. You see that the poor creature, most docile and 
patient, had toiled and sweated to achieve what his head 
understood but his heart felt not — direct communications 
of force. The result is one of the most uncouth “ acade- 
mies ” that may be seen, at least outside of that charnel- 
house of prize pictures, the diploma gallery of the Ecole 
des Beaux Arts at Paris. 

Ever ready to learn, Raphael passed from influence to 
influence. At whose feet did he not sit? Timoteo Viti’s, 
Perugino’s, and Pintoricchio’s, Michelangelo’s, Leonardo’s, 
and Fra Bartolommeo’s, and finally, Sebastiano del Piom- 
bo’s. From the last named, Sanzio, then already at the 
very height of his career and triumph, humbly endeav- 
oured to acejuire those potent secrets of magical colour 
which even a second-rate Venetian could teach him. And 
although he learned his lesson well, for in this the 
Umbrians ever had been distant cousins, as it were, of the 
Venetians, yet twice only did he attain to signal achieve- 
ment in colour : the fresco, so splendid as mere painting, 
which represents the “ Miracle of Bolscna,” and that ex- 
quisite study in grey, the “ Portrait of Baldassare Castig- 
lione.” But what are these beside the mural paintings of 
Veronese, or the portraits of Titian? At his rarest best 
Raphael, as a master of colour, never went beyond Sebas- 
tiano. 

Whether, then, we are on the look-out for eminent 
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mastery over form and movement, or for great qualities 
of colour and mere painting, Raphael will certainly dis- 
appoint us. But he has other claims on our attention — he 
was endowed with a visual imagination which has never 
even been rivalled for range, sweep, and sanity. When 
surpassed, it has been at single points and by artists of 
more concentrated genius. Thus gifted, and coming at a 
time when form had, for its own sake, been recovered by 
the Naturalists and the essential artists, when the visual 
imagery, of at least the Italian world, had already suffered 
along certain lines, the transformation from the Medieval 
into what ever since has been for all of us the modern, 
when the ideals of the Renaissance were for an ineffable 
instant standing complete, Raphael, filtering and render- 
ing lucid and pure all that had passed through him to make 
him what he was, set himself the task of dowering the 
modern world with the images that to this day, despite the 
turbulent rebellion and morose secession of recent years, 
embody for the great number of cultivated men their 
spiritual ideals and their .spiritual aspirations. " Belle 
comme une madoime de Raphael^’ is, among the most 
artistic people in Europe, still the highest praise that can 
be given to female beauty. And, in sooth, where shall one 
find greater purity, more utter loveliness than in his 
“ Granduca Madonna,” or a sublimcr apparition of woman 
than appeared to St. Sixtus? Who, as a boy reading his 
Homer, his Virgil, or his Ovid, and dreaming dreams and 
seeing visions, but has found them realised a thousandfold 
in the “ Parnassus ” ! Who has ever had an ideal of 
intellectual converse in noble surroundings but has looked 
with yearning at the “ Disputa ” and the “ School of 
Athens”! Has Galatea ever haunted you? Tell me, has 
she not imparted a thousand times more life and freedom 
and freshness since you have seen her painted by Raphael 
in the midst of her Tritons and Sea-Nymphs? Antiquity 
itself has, in the figure-arts, left no embodiment so exult- 
ingly complete of its own finest imaginings. 

We go to Raphael for the beautiful vesture he has given 
to the Antiquity of our yearnings; and as long as the world 
of the Greeks and Romans remains for us what I fervently 
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pray it may continue to be, not only a mere fact, but a 
longing and a desire, for such a time shall we, as we 
read the Greek and Latin poets, accompany them with 
an imagery either Raphael’s own, or based on his; so long 
shall we sec their world as Raphael saw it — a world where 
the bird of morning never ceased to sing. 

What wonder then that Raphael became on the instant, 
and has ever remained, the most beloved of artists ! A 
world which owed all that was noblest and best in it to 
classical culture, found at last its artist, the Illustrator 
who, embodying Antiquity in a form surpassing its own 
highest conceptions, satisfied at last its noblest longings. 
Raphael, we may say, was the master artist of the Human- 
ists, and the artist of people nurtured on the Classics he 
remains. 

But there is in our civilisation another element which, 
though it is certainly much less important in our conscious 
intellectual life, and of much less interest to the pictorial 
imagination, is said, nevertheless, to be morally superior 
and poetically grander — all the Hebraic clement, I mean, 
that has come to us from the Old and New 7’cstaments. 
Sanzio here, also, performed a task by which we have 
benefited ever since, for, imperturbably Hellenic in spirit, 
he has given an Hellenic garb to the Hebraic universe. In 
pictures which he cither executed or superintended, or at 
least ins[)ired, Raphael has completely illustrated both the 
Old and New T estaments; and such has been the spell of 
these Illustrations that they have trickled down to the 
lowest strata of society, and it will take not one but ten 
thousand M. Tissots to win even the populace away from 
them. And this imagery, in which Raphael has clothed the 
Hebrew world for us, is no more Hebraic than that of 
Virgil, singing the new order of things when the lion shall 
lie down with the lamb. Raphael has brought about the 
extraordinary result that when we read even the Hebrew 
classics, we read them with an accompaniment of Hellenic 
imagery. What a power he has been in modern culture, 
Hellenising the only force that could have thwarted it ! If 
you would have examples in proof of what I have been 
saying, look at the Loggia, look at the cartoons for the 
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tapestries, look at Marcantonio’s engravings, but look, 
above all, in the Pitti at the “Vision of Ezekiel.” Is it 
thus that Jehovah revealed himself to his prophets? Is it 
not rather Zeus appearing to a Sophocles? 

Raphael has enshrined all the noble tenderness and 
human sublimity of Christianity, all the glamour and 
edifying beauty of the antique world, in forms so radiant 
that we ever return to them to renew our inspiration. But 
has he not also given us our ideals of beauty? The Floren- 
tines were too great as figure-artists, the Venetians as 
masters of colour and paint, to care much for that which 
in Art, as distinguished from Illustration, is so unimpor- 
tant as what in life we call beauty. The “ beautiful 
woman ” is apt to be what the real artist considers a bad 
subject — one in the painting of which it is exceedingly 
difficult, if at all possible, to present form or line. Such a 
woman, delightful though she may be in life, and ethically 
and socially perhaps the most desirable type, is apt to 
become in art a vulgar chromo. Many efforts have been 
made in our times, by artists who were mere Illustrators — 
or at least have had influence as such only — to change the 
ideal; but the fatalistic and ailing woman they tried to 
make popular, though more attractive to tastes bored with 
health and lovablcness, is not in itself any more artistic 
than the other. So the type of beauty to which our eyes 
and desire still return is Raphael’s — the type which for 
four hundred years has fascinated Europe. Not artist 
enough to be able to do without beauty, and the heir of 
the Sienese feelings for loveliness, too powerfully controlled 
by Florentine ideals not to be guided somewhat by their 
restraining and purifying art, Sanzio produced a type, the 
composite of Ferrarese, Central Italian, and Florentine 
conceptions of female beauty, which, as no other, has 
struck the happy mean between the instinctive demands of 
life and the more conscious requirements of art. And he 
was almost as successful in his types of youth or age — 
indeed, none but Leonardo ever conceived any lovelier or 
more dignified. Only for manhood was Raphael perhaps 
too feeble — ^and yet, I am not sure. 

A surprise awaits us. This painter whose temperament 
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we fancy to have been somewhat languid, who presented 
ideals Hesperidean, idyllic, Virgilian, could, when he chose, 
be not only grand in his conceptions — that we know 
already — but severe, impassive, and free from any aim 
save that of interpreting the object before him. And 
Raphael’s portraits, in truth, have no superiors as faithful 
renderings of .soul and body. They are truthful even to 
literal veracity, perceived in piercing light, yet recon- 
structed with an energy of intellectual and artistic fusion 
that places them among the constellations. Need we cite 
instances? Bear in mind the various portraits in the Stanze 
of Julius II; the cruel refinement of the Madrid bust of 
a young Cardinal; the genial faces of Navagero and Beaz- 
zano; the brutish greasiness of Leo X, nevertheless not 
wholly repellent; and, best of all, the majestic portrait of 
a young Roman matron — such as Cornelia must have 
looked — ^known in the Pitti as “ La Donna Velata.” 


XV 

But was this, then, all Raphael’s merit — that he was a 
lovable Illustrator, the most lovable that we have ever 
had? With the vanishing of that world, offspring of Anti- 
quity and the Renaissance, we now live in ; with the break- 
ing of that infinite chain of associations each link of which 
has the power to make us throb with joy; — if the ochlo- 
cracy prevail in our midst, not restrained as during the 
French Revolution by sublime catch-words, but at last 
persuaded that man lives by bread alone; or, worse fate, 
if, in the more than thrice millennial but still undecided 
duel between Europe and Asia, little Europe finally suc- 
cumbs to the barbarians; then, should another culture ever 
upspring, and in it people capable of appreciating art, 
what (if by miracle his work survived) would they find in 
Raphael? As an Illustrator he would mean at the utmost 
no more to them than, as mere Illustrators, the great artists 
of China and Japan mean to us. He would not embody 
their ideals nor express their aspirations, nor be conjuring 
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up to their minds subtly appreciative sensations, feelings, 
and dreams, imprisoned, since the glowing years of child- 
hood, in the limbo of their unconscious selves, and needing 
the artist to fetch them out to the light. They coiald enjoy 
him, only as we w'ho know nothing or next to nothing of 
the myths, poetry, or history of China and Japan, yet take 
pleasure in the art of those countries — as pure Art, inde- 
pendent of all accidents and all circumstances, confined 
to the divine task of heightening our vital and mental pro- 
cesses. And as pure Art, what supreme distinction would 
they discover in Raphael? Those who were wise enough 
to continue their quest, although they found him lacking 
in the qualities essential to the figure-arts, lacking also in 
the gifts which make the great craftsman, would end by 
seeing that he, Raphael Sanzio, was the greatest master 
of Composition — ^whether considered as arrangement or as 
space — that Europe down to the end of the nineteenth 
century had ever produced. 

What space-composition is we already know, and here 
we need not discuss it again. It will suffice to examine a 
few of Raphael’s masterpieces, as before we looked at 
certain of Perugino’s. The earliest and perhaps loveliest 
revelation of Raphael’s gift we shall find in his “ Sposa- 
lizio.” In essentials it is, as a space-composition, but a 
variant on the fresco of Perugino that we studied in the 
Sixtinc Chapel; the same grouping in the foreground, the 
same middle distance, the same closing of the horizon with 
a domed temple. The elements and the principle remain 
the same, but the indwelling spirit is not the same. Subtler 
feeling for space, greater refinement, even a certain dainti- 
ness, give this “ Sposalizio ” a fragrance, a freshness that 
are not in Perugino’s fresco. In presence of young Sanzio’s 
picture you feel a poignant thrill of transfiguring sensa- 
tion, as if, on a morning early, the air cool and dustless, 
you suddenly found yourself in presence of a fairer world, 
where lovely people were taking part in a gracious cere- 
mony, while beyond them stretched harmonious distances 
line on line to the horizon’s edge. 

The space effect of Perugino’s great fresco we com- 
pared to a celestial dome; but there perhaps it will escape 
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you if you do not look carefully. Raphael, perchance 
more aware of just what he was seeking, produces a 
similar effect, but unmistakable, and grander. Look in the 
Stanze at that majestic theophany known as the “Dis- 
puta.” On the top of Olympus the gods and heroes are 
assembled in council. They are so arranged that the most 
obvious architecture could not better indicate the depth 
and roundness of a dome ; but no architectural dome could 
so well convey a sense of the vastness yet commensurabUity, 
nay, shall we not say of the companionship of space. How 
much greater, how much purer than one’s ordinary self — 
how transfigured one feels here ! 

The forms in the “ Disputa ” are noble in intention, as 
they always are in Raphael’s best work. But think away 
the spaciousness of their surroundings. What has become 
of the solemn dignity, the glory tliat radiated from them? 
It has gone like divinity from a god. And the other 
fresco, the “ School of Athens,” would suffer still more 
from such treatment. We have a cartoon of this subject 
with the figures only, and we have Raphael’s painting. 
How ordinary and second-rate are the mere figures; how 
transformed when seen against those sublime arches, 
almost the grandest ever conceived! And not only the 
figures ennobled, but yourself. How like a demigod you 
feel here in this lighter, purer air I 

And what decorations for a small room! Into a room 
of dimensions almost mean and far from tempting to the 
decorator, the “Disputa” and the “School of Athens,” 
the “ Parnassus ” and the pure space occupied by “ Jus- 
tice,” bring all the out-of-doors of some Eden, where man 
has no sordid cares, no struggles, where thought and art 
are his only occupations. 

For Raphael was not only the greatest Space-Composer 
that we have ever had, but the greatest master of Compo- 
sition in the more usual sense of grouping and arrange- 
ment. Before we leave the Stanza della Segnatura, look 
again at the “Disputa.” Note the balance of the masses 
about the Host, note the flow towards it of all the lines. 
Upon it your eye must rest. Or in the “ School of Athens ” 
see how everything converges towards Plato and Aristotle, 
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the effect further enhanced by the enframing distant arch 
against which they stand. It is the effect that we found in 
Duccio’s “ Incredulity of Thomas,” but here on a scale 
almost cosmic. In the ceiling of the same Stanza is a 
“Judgement of Solomon.” Have you ever seen a fiat 
sf)ace better filled, a clearer arrangement and better 
balance of masses? A kindred effect you may see in the 
Tarnesina, where concave spherical triangles are so admir- 
ably filled with paintings of the various adventures of 
Psyche, that you think of tliem as openings revealing 
scenes that arc passing, never as awkward spaces almost 
hopelessly difficult to deal with. 

But hard as it may be to fill spaces like these, it is yet no 
task beside the difficulty of treating one group, perhaps 
one figure only, so that, perfectly dominating the space at 
command, it shall not become too abstract and schematic 
and fixed, but shall suggest freedom, evoke an environment 
of air and sunshine. When looking at the “ Granduca 
Madonna,” has it ever occurred to you to note that the 
whole of her figure was not there? So perfect is the ar- 
rangement that the attention is entirely absorbed by the 
grouping of the heads, the balance of the Virgin’s draped 
arm and the Child’s body. You are not allowed to ask 
yourself how the figure ends. And observe how it holds 
its own, easily poised, in the panel which is just large 
enough to contain it without crowding, without suggesting 
room for aught beside. 

But great as is the pleasure in a single group perfectly 
filling a mere panel, it is far greater when a group domin- 
ates a landscape. Raphael tried several times to obtain 
this effect — as in the “ Madonna del Gardellino,” or the 
“ Madonna del Prato,” but he attained to supreme success 
once only — in the Belle Jardiniere.” Here you have the 
full negation of the plein-air treatment of the figure. The 
Madonna is under a domed sky, and she fills it completely, 
as subtly as in the Granduca panel, but here it is the whole 
out-of-doors, the universe, and a human being super- 
eminent over it. What a scale is suggested ! Surely the 
spiritual relation between man and his environment is 
given in the only way that man — ^unless he become bar- 



barised by decay, or non-humanised by science — ^will ever 
feel it. And not what man knows but what man feels 
concerns art. All else is science. 


XVI 

To resume, Raphael was not an artist in the sense that 
Michelangelo, Leonardo, Velazquez, or even Rembrandt 
was. He was a great Illustrator and a great Space-Com- 
poser. But the success he attained was his ruin; for, 
obliged in the later years of his brief life to work hastily, 
superintending a horde of assistants, seldom with leisure 
for thought, he felt too pressed to work out his effects 
either as Illustration or as Space-Composition; so that most 
of his later work lacks the qualities of either of these arts, 
over which he was the natural master. 

And if this were so with him, how much worse with his 
pupils, his executants, brought up on hurry and turmoil, 
none of whom had talents either as Illustrators or as 
Space-Composers ! And in truth what more unpalatable 
than their work? They have none of that feeling for 
space which pleases even in the worst immediate fol- 
lowers of Perugino; none of that pleasant colour which 
attracts us to even the meanest Venetian. No wonder that 
we have given over Giulio Romano, Pierino del Vaga, 
Giovan Franceschi Penni, Michelangelo Caravaggio, and 
their ignoble fellows to oblivion. It is all they deserve. 

I^et not these names come to our minds when we think 
of the artists of Central Italy, but the names of the 
splendid cohort of great Illustrators, great Figure-Artists, 
great Space-Composers, led by the bright genius of Duccio 
and Simone Martini, of Piero della I’rancesca and Signor- 
elli, of Perugino and Raphael. 



BOOK IV 


NORTH ITALIAN 
PAINTERS 

I 

Painting in Northern Italy had its share in the successes 
and failures of medieval Italian art. It was lit up by the 
Byzantine glow radiating from Duccio, and quickened, as 
in the rest of the peninsula, by the genius of Giotto. Many 
an unknown shrine in the Milanese, the Veronese, and the 
Paduan territories retains to this day frescoes of no less 
interest than the average of contemporary mural decora- 
tion in Florence or Siena. But no imposing artistic per- 
sonality appeared in the vast region between the Alps, the 
Apennines, and the sea, until, in the second half of the 
fourteenth century, Altichiero Altichieri of Verona began 
to practise his art.^ 

The only considerable fragment of his which remains in 
his native town, the fresco in S. Anastasia, where three 
gentlemen of the Cavalli family are presented by their 
patron Saints to the Madonna, is certainly one of the few 
great works of art of the later years of the Trecento. The 
large simplicity of the design, the heraldic pageantry of 
the costumes, the grandeur of the Saints, the impressive- 
ness of the Virgin, the comely faces of the angels, give 
their painter a place among Giotto’s followers second to 
none in Florence itself, not even to Orcagna, whom Alti- 
chiero so unexpectedly resembles. Giotto’s seed, we are 
^ Unfortunately the bulk of his authenticated work at home has 
perished and his share in the two cycles of frescoes at Padua is 
uncertain. His countryman D’Avanzi worked with him, and many 
futile attempts have been made to assign this bit to one and that 
to the other. There are slight differences of quality, no doubt, but 
the inspiring and guiding mind is one, and surely Altichiero’s. For 
our present purpose, the paintings in the Santo and in the con- 
tiguous chapel of St. George may count as his. 
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tempted to think, has found here a richer soil. But enthu- 
siasm grows somewhat cooler before the frescoes at Padua. 
It is true that as regards colour they have every advan- 
tage of Florentine painting during the same years : they 
are more gorgeous, better fused, and altogether more har- 
monious. In design, too, excepting always Orcagna’s, no 
work of a contemporary Tuscan has their excellence. Yet 
with all their merits they are disappointing in the com]>ari- 
son, for nothing Tuscan great enough to have their quali- 
ties would have had their faults. 

Their qualities, in so far as they have not already been 
pointed out in the description of the Verona fresco, con- 
sist in clearness of narration, effective massing, and fine 
distances. The compositions and facial types are so fresh 
and memorable that they left their mark upon Veronese 
painting as long as it remained worthy of being called an 
art, and supplied Padua and even Venice with some of 
the most admirable motives of their respective schools. 
Architecture is handled with the loving precision of a 
Canaletto, and perspective, although naive and unmathe- 
matical, is seldom wanting. T’he portrait heads, besides 
being vigorous, straightforward, and dignified, are indi- 
vidualised to the utmost limits permitted by form in that 
day, while to this gift of direct observation is added a 
power of rendering the thing seen, surpassed by Giotto 
alone. 

But with these qualities Altichiero combines many faults 
of those later Trecento painters who never came near 
him in other ways. He has their exaggerated love of cos- 
tume and finery, their delight in trivial detail, their pre- 
occupation with local colour. He lacks distinction, he fails 
to be impressive, he misses spiritual significance. The 
accessories absorb him, so that the humorous trivialities 
which life foists upon the sublimest events, at his hands 
sometimes receive more tender care than the principal 
figures. Thus, while he masses well, he is too eager for 
detail not to overcrowd his compositions. Not a single one 
has that happy emptiness which makes you breathe more 
lightly and freely before the best compositions of a Giotto, 
a Simone Martini, or an Orcagna. Altichiero reduces the 
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Crucifixion to something not far removed from a market 
scene, and the spectator Is in danger of forgetting the 
Figure on the Cross by having his attention drawn to a 
dog lapping water from a ditch, a handsome matron lead- 
ing a wilful child, or an old woman wiping her nose. The 
artist is so little heedful of the highest artistic economy 
that he constantly abandons it for the passing fashions of 
the day. One of these fashions was a delight in contem- 
porary costume, and Altichiero clothes his figures accord- 
ingly, bartering impressiveness for frippery; although, as 
if to prove that he really knew better, he scarcely ever 
fails to drape his protagonists, whether they be St. George, 
St. Lucy, or St. Catherine, with the amplitude, simplicity, 
and sweep of Giotto’s grandest manner. Another of the 
fashions of the day was what might be called “local 
colour,” an attention to some of the obvious character- 
istics of time and place. As nearly all sacred and much of 
legendary story has the Orient for a background, Alti- 
chiero misses no chance of introducing the Galmuck faces 
and pigtails of the most prominent Orientals of his time, 
the I'artar conquerors. Had the Inquisition been as 
meddlesome then as it became two hundred years later, the 
first great Veronese painter might have had to answer 
before its tribunal to charges as many and as well founded 
as were brought against the last great master of that 
school. Paolo Caliari, it will be remembered, was put on 
trial for filling his “ Feast in the House of Levi ” — a much 
less solemn theme than tliat treated by Altichiero — with 
dwarfs, parrots, and Germans, 

Altichiero’s faults, I repeat, might easily be matched in 
Tuscany, but not in combination with his qualities. It is 
worth while to insist on this point, because we shall dis- 
cover it to be highly characteristic of most North Italian 
painters. They are apt to be out of tone spiritually; they 
find it difficult to keep to one moral and emotional atmos- 
phere; they are more active with their hands than with 
their heads. One would almost think that with the mass 
of them, as indeed with all Northern people, painting was 
rather a matter of reflex action than of the eliminating, 
transubstantiating intellect. And it goes some way to 
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confirm the truth of this generalisation that there would 
be no difficulty in supposing that, had Altichiero and Paolo 
changed places, we should never have known the differ- 
ence : in other words, that Altichiero in the sixteenth cen- 
tury would have been a Paolo, and Paolo in the fourteenth 
an Altichiero. 


II 

Altichiero had scarcely ceased covering wall spaces with 
the pomp and circumstance of medieval life, when his 
task was taken up by his better known Renaissance fol- 
lower, Vittorio Pisanello. The larger part of this artist’s 
work, in fact all his decoration of great houses and public 
palaces, has perished. Even now, after earnest efforts to 
gather together the strewn limbs of his art, only six or 
seven paintings of his can be discovered : two frescoes, two 
sacred subjects, and two or three portraits. His renown 
as a painter has therefore been eclipsed by his fame as a 
medallist. And, in truth, never since the days when Greek 
craftsmen modelled coins for proud city states, has there 
been such a moulder of subtle reliefs in miniature. Yet 
Pisanello himself never signed his name without the addi- 
tion of the word PICTOR, and it was as a painter that he 
received the stipends of princes and the adulation of poets. 

Although he was much more modern than his ancestor, 
there was nothing in his paintings to startle princes and 
poets, or even less distinguished persons, whose education 
in art consisted then, no doubt, as it does now, in confirm- 
ing a fondness for the kind of picture to which their eyes 
had grown accustomed during childhood and youth. Pisan- 
ello, although counting as one of the great geniuses of the 
Renaissance, by no means broke with the past. He went, it 
is true, as far beyond Altichiero as Altichiero had gone 
beyond his immediate precursors, but he betrays no essen- 
tial difference of intention or spirit. Some advance was 
inevitable, for the hard-won position of one genius is only 
the starting-point of the next. Altichiero had observed 
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the appearance of objects, Pisanello observed more closely; 
Altichiero could characterise and individualise, Pisanello 
did the same, but more subtly; Altichiero could render 
distances fairly well, Pisanello rendered them with even 
better eflFect. But far from betraying the clumsy struggles 
of innovators, he has the refinement, the daintiness of the 
last scion of a noble lineage. In him, art-evolution pro- 
duced a painter most happily fitted to hold up an idealis- 
ing mirror to a parallel product of social evolution, the 
sunset of Chivalry. No wonder that he was employed along 
with the kindred Gentile da Fabriano by the rich and 
noble, and that he was chosen to continue the courtly 
Umbrian’s tasks. 

Of Pisanello’s seven paintings, six are distinctly court 
pictures, and their subjects bear witness to his interest in 
the courtier’s mode of life. I'he fresco at S. Anastasia in 
Verona is first and foremost a knightly pageant; the little 
St. Hubert is the knight as huntsman : and in the other 
picture in the National Gallery the prominent figure is 
the cavalier St. George standing in gala costume beside 
his proud steed. His Leonello d’Este is of course a great 
gentleman, and the female portraits, if less commanding, 
arc still great ladies. The only work which is not distinctly 
courtly in tone is an Annunciation, and the time was still 
far off when Michelangelo’s followers so broke loose from 
tradition as to transform the meek Judean maiden into a 
haughty princess. But even this composition is crowned 
by the knightly figures of St. George and St. Michael, the 
favourite saints of chivalry. 

A further examination of his works will reveal how far 
he was from feeling the inspiration of the real Italian 
Renaissance. In the S. Fermo fresco that we have just 
glanced at, the Virgin, with her folded hands resting on 
her lap, is neither in type nor pose nor silhouette obviously 
Italian, although nothing could be more in accordance with 
medieval Italian tradition than the obeisance of the an- 
nouncing Angel, with the grand sweep of his gathered 
wings, his streaming hair, and his long trailing robes. The 
Virgin’s chamber, with its elaborate Gothic pendentives, 
its tapestries and stuffs, recalls the contemporary paintings 
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of far-away Bruges. St. George and St. Michael hark back 
to Altichiero. 

At S. Anastasia the fresco is on both sides of a Gothic 
arch, at such a height that only figures much above the 
ordinary size would convey their effect to a spectator on 
the floor. Not only are the figures themselves much too 
small for this purpose, but no attempt has been made to 
divide them into lucid groups, or to detach them clearly 
from their background. No thought of composition entered 
the artist’s head, no idea of extracting the significance of a 
noble deed. What arrangement there is, is due to a desire 
to introduce stock material, regardless of the requirements 
of the subject. Nothing in the part on tlie right (which 
never had any integral relation to the other part, now 
almost invisible) betrays that the subject is the story of St. 
George and the Princess of Trebizond. We see a knight 
getting ready to mount his horse. Between this beast, seen 
from the back, in order to display the master’s command 
of foreshortening, and his squire’s horse, seen for similar 
reasons nearly full face, stands a lady in profile, expres- 
sionless, immobile, in a dress with a long train. She is 
there as a stock figure of the great lady, the head being a 
portrait. I’he dogs in the foreground are not inappropri- 
ate, but the presence of a ram in an equally conspicuous 
position can only be explained on the ground that Pisan- 
ello yielded to an irresistible desire to show how well he 
could paint him. A low knoll in the middle distance half 
hides the stone lacework of a group of wedding-cake 
Ciothic palaces, such as even the Venetians of that time 
might have hesitated to erect along their canals. From the 
gate issues a procession of knights on horseback, one of 
whom, in profile, is manifestly a portrait, while the others 
are, like the architecture and the head of St. George, but 
Altichiero’s inventions brought up to date. Over these 
horsemen, on a high gallows-tree, swing two rogues, and 
beyond rises a tall cliff, beneath the shelter of which a ship 
under full sail is running to shore. A piece of water 
bounded by a hilly coast stretches across the pointed arch 
over which the fresco is pamted. In the foreground on the 
other side of the arch lies a dead dragon in tlie midst of a 
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multitude of creeping things. Now almost wholly effaced, 
and never visible to the normal eye from the floor below, 
these creatures are yet painted with the exactness of a 
naturalist, and with the detailed care of the miniaturist. 
Indeed, this wonderful fresco is a miniaturist’s work, exe- 
cuted with no thought of the spectator on tlie floor of the 
church, but as an illuminator might cover the page of a 
missal. 

We shall find the same advanced medieval traits in 
Pisanello’s two works in the National Gallery, both, as it 
happens, little more than miniatures in size. In the one, 
St. Hubert, nobly clad and mounted on a richly caparis- 
oned hunter, in the midst of his dogs and hounds, en- 
counters a stag, who stands still displaying between his 
antlers the image of our I^ord on His Cross. The merry 
huntsman lifts his hand, but betrays no other sign of 
emotion : there is more appropriate expression in the eye 
of the stag. Around and about them spreads a marvellous 
scene, rocks and trees, every flower and every beast of the 
field, every bird of the air and stream, each and all painted 
with the naturalist’s accuracy of observation and the 
miniaturist’s daintiness of touch. The beauty of detail is 
infinite, the form and structure of each individual bird or 
beast being rendered only less admirably than its char- 
acteristic movements. The eye could dwell on them for 
ever, captivated by the artist’s feeling that his one “voca- 
tion was endless imitation.” If that were indeed the whole 
of art, tliis were supreme art. 

The other picture in the National Gallery represents 
the Madonna appearing against the sun in the midst of 
a radiance of glory, over a darkling wood, before which 
stand St. George and St. Antony Abbot. The effect, which 
is noble and inspiring, is produced by the extreme simpli- 
city of the composition and by the light; but here, once 
more, our attention is chiefly directed to the silver armour 
of the knight, to the amazing detail and texture of his 
straw hat, and to the fierce energy of the boar and the 
heraldic coils of the dragon. 

Pisanello’s three portraits tell no different tale. No 
doubt the “ Leonello ” of the Morelli Collection at Ber- 
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gamo, the “ Este Princess ” of the Louvre, as well as the 
“ Lady ” in the Clarence Mackay Collection in New York, 
are ably and adequately characterised, one as born and 
bred to command, and the others as amiable maidens of 
high lineage; but in all three panels the patterns on the 
dresses and the texture and tissue of the flowers that 
decorate the backgrounds were evidently of prime import 
to the artist. 

Of intellectuality, of spiritual significance, of the great- 
est qualities of the illustrator, Pisanello had even less than 
Altichiero, but in the rendering of single objects, whether 
in the animal kingdom or in nature, he was perhaps not 
inferior to any of his own contemporaries the world over. 
Indeed, he painted birds as only the Japanese have painted 
them, and his dogs and hounds and stags have not been 
surpassed by the Van Eycks themselves. Yet his place is 
somewhere between the late medieval Franco-Flemish 
miniaturists, such as the Liinburgs on the one hand and 
the Van Eycks on the other — much nearer to the first than 
to the second — rather than with Masaccio, Uccello, or 
even Fra Angelico. He draws more accurately, he paints 
more delightfully tlian his Florentine contemporaries. 
Why then are tliey yet actually greater as artists, and the 
forerunners of a new movement, the begetters of artists as 
great as themselves, or even greater, while he remains 
essentially medieval, a little master, and his art dies with 
him? 

I’he proper answer to this question would require for its 
adequate development many times more space than is 
allotted for the whole of this small book, and would in- 
volve important problems of aesthetics as well as of history. 
The detailed answer is not to be thought of here; but I 
may venture to hint at it, warning the reader that my 
suggestions will be of little avail if he has not read die 
previous books in this volume. 
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III 

It is conceivable that but for the influence of Florence 
and to a minor degree of the Antique, the art of Pisanello 
would not have disappeared as it did without effect. As 
drawing, it was on a level with the Van Eycks, and as 
painting, but little inferior. What it lacked in intellectual- 
ity might have been, in such an age of progress as the 
Renaissance peculiarly was, more than made up by the 
next great painter. I’he successor of Pisanello in North 
Italian painting would naturally have been a Van Eyck; 
or, if not a Van Eyck, then, considering the Veronese 
master’s love of birds and beasts, his feeling for line, and 
the supreme daintiness of his touch, his next successor, 
taking up these elements, might conceivably have initiated 
an evolution destined to end in a Hokusai. That Man- 
tegna bears no resemblance to Pisanello, and has no 
likeness to the Van Eycks and their followers, or to 
Hokusai and his precursors, is due to Florence and the 
Antique. 

The art of Pisanello, like that of the early Flemings, 
was too naive. In their delight in nature they were like 
children who, on making the first spring excursion into 
the neighbouring meadow and wood, pluck all the wild 
flowers, trap all the birds, hug all the trees, and make 
friends with all the gay-coloured creeping things in the 
grass. Everything is on the same plane of interest, and 
everything that can be carried off they bring home in 
triumph. To this pleasure in the mere appearance of 
things, the greatest of the early Flemings, the Van Eycks, 
joined, it is true, high gifts of the spirit and rare powers 
of characterisation. They had, as all the world knows, a 
technique far beyond any dreamt of in Tuscany. And yet 
the bulk, if not the whole, of Flemish painting, to tlie 
extent that it is not touched by Florentine influences, is 
important only as Imitation and Illustration. That is 
perhaps why, as art, it steadily declined until, only a 
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century after Pisanello’s death, it perished in its turn, 
leaving nothing behind it but its marvellous technique. 
This is all of his heritage that Rubens, the next great 
Fleming after the Van Eycks, took up. In every other 
respect he was an Italian : and, after Michelangelo, to 
say Italian was practically to say Florentine. 

It would be an interesting digression to speculate on 
what might have happened to the Low Countries if they 
had been situated nearer to Tuscany, and to conceive a 
Rubens coming, not after the Caracci, when the fight had 
been fought out, but, like Mantegna, almost at its begin- 
ning. But our present task is to try to discover what were 
the elements destined to conquer Europe, which Northern 
art in the fifteenth century lacked and Florentine art 
possessed. 

The trouble with Northern painting was that, with all 
its qualities, it was not founded upon any specifically 
curtistic ideas. If it was more than just adequate to the 
illustrative purpose, then, owing no doubt to joy in its 
own technique, it overflowed into such rudimentarily 
decorative devices as gorgeous stuffs and spreading, splen- 
didly painted draperies. It may be questioned whether 
there exists north of the Apennines a single picture unin- 
spired by Florentine influence, in which the design is 
determined by specifically artistic motives : that is to say, 
motives dictated by the demands of Form and Movement. 

In the previous books in this volume I have stated or 
implied that the human figure must furnish the principal 
material out of which the graphic and plastic arts are con- 
structed. Every otlier visible thing should be subordinated 
to man and submitted to his standards. The standards 
concerned are, however, not primarily moral and utili- 
tarian, although ultimately in close connection with ordin- 
ary human values. Primarily they are standards of happi- 
ness, not the happiness of the figure portrayed, but of us 
who look on and perceive. This feeling of happiness is 
produced by the way the human figure is presented to us, 
and it must be presented in such a way that, instead of 
merely recognising it as meant for a human being of a 
given type, we shall be forced by its construction and 
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modelling to dwell upon it, until it arouses in ourselves 
ideated sensations that shall make us experience the dif- 
fused sense of happiness which results upon our becoming 
aware of an unexpectedly intensified, facilitated activity. 
The figures must be presented in such a way that all their 
movements are readily ideated, with none of the fatigue 
yet something of the glow of physical exertion. And, 
finally, each figure must be jiresented in such a relation to 
every other figure in the composition that it shall not 
diminish but increase the effect of the whole, and in such 
relation to the sjjace allotted that we feel neither lost in a 
void nor jammed in a crowd : we must, on the contrary, 
have the kind of space in which our ideated sensations of 
breathing and moving, while increasing rather than dimin- 
ishing our confidence in the earth’s stability, shall almost 
seem to emancipate us from the tyranny of burdensome 
matter. 

To these three ways of presenting the human figure — 
which are at bottom but one — I have in Books II and III 
of this volume given the names of “ Tactile Values,” 
“ Movement,” and “ Space-Composition.” If what was 
said there, and what is said now, be true, it follows that it 
is not enough to paint naively what we see, or even what 
fancy evokes. As a matter of fact, we see much more with 
our mind than with our eye, and the naive person is the 
unsuspecting dupe of a mind which is only saved from 
being a bundle of inflexible conventionalities by sporadic 
irruptions of anarchy. The larger part of human progress 
consists in exchanging naive conventionality for conscious 
law; and it is not otherwise with art. Instead of painting 
indiscriminately everything that appeals to him, the great 
artist, as if with deliberate intention, selects from among 
the mass of visual impressions only those elements that 
combine to produce a picture in which each part of the 
design conveys tactile values, communicates movement, 
and uplifts with space-composition. 

Not every figure is suited for conveying tactile values, 
not every attitude is fitted for communicating movement, 
and not every space is uplifting. It may even be doubted 
whether the requisites out of which the work of art is to 
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be constructed exist originally in nature. The “ noble ” 
savage, who may seem to offer a fit subject for the painter, 
is not by any means a primeval being, but moulded 
through immemorial ages by the ennobling arts of the 
chase, of the dance and the mime, of war and oratory. 
And even he, just as he stood, would seldom have lent 
himself to great artistic treatment. 

Originally not to be found ready-made in nature, rarely 
met with in our own proud times, these figures had to be 
constructed by the artist, these attitudes discovered, these 
spaces invented. How he went to work with these ends in 
view are matters I have touched upon already in preced- 
ing books, too briefly, yet more fully than I shall in this 
place. 

The credit of the achievement in modern Europe was 
due to Florence. There alone the task was understood in 
all its bearings, and there alone was found a succession of 
men able to take it over, one from the other, until it was 
completed. It is true that many, weary with cutting roads 
through forbidding forests, turned for repose into the first 
glade that offered immediate sunshine, caressing breezes, 
and wild fruits. But the sufficing few kept on conquering 
chaos all the way to their goal. 


IV 

Without Florence, then, painting in Northern Italy might 
have differed but slightly from contemporary painting in 
the Low Countries or in Germany. But Pisanello was still 
living when his native town was invaded by Florentine 
sculptors. Although of no high order, they travelled as 
missionaries of the art of Donatello. The mighty inno- 
vator himself came to Padua years before Pisanello’s 
death, and worked there for a decade. He was preceded 
and followed by such of his fellows as Paolo Uccello and 
Fra Filippo, and always accompanied by a host of his 
townsmen as assistants. A tide of influence like this was 
not to be resisted. Yet it might have produced only quaint 
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or ingenuously unintelligent imitations, if at Padua there 
liad not then existed talents greater than were allotted to 
most of Squarcione’s pupils. Happily these years were the 
apprentice years of a prince in the domain of art — ^Andrea 
Mantegna. 

At little more than ten years of age, Mantegna was 
adopted by a contractor named Squarcione. How much of 
a painter Squarcione was we do not know; but we do 
know that he undertook designing and painting to be 
executed by people in his employ- He was also a dealer in 
antiquities, and his shop was frequented by the distin- 
guished people who passed through Padua, and by the 
Humanists teaching in the famous University. It hap- 
pened to be a moment when in Italy Antiquity was a reli- 
gion, nay, more, a mystical passion, causing wise men to 
brood over fragments of Roman statuary as if they were 
sacred relics, and to yearn for ecstatic union with the 
glorified past. To complete the spell, this glorified past 
happened to be the past of their own country. 

Reared among fragments of ancient art, in a shop 
haunted by Professors — great persons in any town over- 
shadowed by a University, and at that time regarded as 
hierophants of the cult of the national past — a lad of 
genius could not help growing up an inspired devotee of 
Antiquity. A path of light spread before him, at the end 
of which, far away but not inaccessible, stood the city of 
his dreams, his longings, his desires. Throughout his whole 
life Imperial Rome was to Mantegna what the New Jeru- 
salem was to the Puritan or the old Jerusalem to the Jew. 
To revive it in the fullness of its splendour must have 
seemed a ta.sk that could be achieved only by the unflag- 
ging labours of many generations, but meanwhile it could 
be reconstructed in the mind’s eye, and the vision recorded 
in a form that would be at once a prophecy, an incentive, 
and a goal. 

Antiquity was thus to Mantegna a different affair both 
from what it was to his artist contemporaries in Florence, 
and from what it is to us now. If ever there be a just 
occasion for applying the word “ Romantic ” — and it 
means, I take it, a longing for a state of things based not 
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upon facts but upon the evocations of art and literature — 
then that word should be applied to Mantegna’s attitude 
towards Antiquity. He entirely lacked our intimate and 
matter-of-fact acquaintance with it. He knew it visually 
from a small number of coins and medals, from a few 
statues and bas-reliefs, and from several arches and 
temples, mostly Roman. He knew it orally from the 
Paduan Humanists, who fired him with their love of the 
Latin poets and historians. That the first of Roman poets 
was a Mantuan and the first of Roman historians a 
Paduan, sons of his own soil, must have given no slight 
stimulus to his retrospective patriotism. No wonder Rome 
filled his horizon and stood to him for the whole of 
Antiquity. 

Not only was he romantic in his feeling for Italy’s 
glorious past, but naively romantic. His visual acquain- 
tance with it being confined to a few plastic representa- 
tions, he naively forgot that Romans were creatures of 
flesh and blood, and he painted them as if they had never 
been anything but marble, never other than statuesque in 
pose, processional in gait, and godlike in look and gesture. 
Very likely, if he had been quite free to choose, he would 
never have touched a subject not taken from Roman 
history or poetry; and in the last twenty years of his life 
he came near to having his way, for, thanks in no small 
degree to his own influence, the Romanisation of his 
employers had advanced to a point where they also pre- 
ferred Roman themes, such themes as the “ Triumph of 
Caesar,” the “ Triumph of Scipio,” or “ Mucius Scaevola.” 
But no subject at any time, unless indeed it was a portrait, 
escaped his Romanising process. Consequently, although 
he was Court Painter for nearly half a century, he never 
reveals the fact except in the portraits of the Camera 
degli Sposi; and although a painter of Christiam mysteries, 
he betrays little Christian feeling. 

It scarcely matters what “religious pictures” we select 
as examples. In all, the old men are proud, even haughty 
Senators, the young are handsome and soldierlike, the 
women stately or gracious. They walk in streets lined 
with temples, palaces, and triumphal arches, or in the 
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mineral landscapes of bas-reliefs. I shall not cite such 
works as the frescoes in the Eremitani, which readily lent 
themselves to Antique treatment, but call attention to 
subjects which Christians find most awe-inspiring. 

We are somewhat surprised at the start to discover 
how few subjects of this kind Mantegna seems to have 
treated. At a time when his brother-in-law, the young 
Bellini, and his fellow-pupil. Carlo Crivelli, were inspired 
by the echoes of S. Bernardino’s revival to paint scenes 
and symbols of the Passion full of the deepest contrition, 
most tender pity, and mystical devotion, Mantegna ap- 
parently remained aloof and untouched. The only 
“ Pieta ” from his earlier years holds a subordinate place 
in the Brera polyptych, and is not to be compared as inter- 
pretation to any of Bellini’s handlings of the same theme. 
Each of these artists happens to have in the National 
Gallery an “Agony in the Garden.” The hush, the 
solemnity, the sense of infinite import conveyed by the one 
finds no echo in the other, with its rock-born giant kneeling 
in .sight of Rome, in the midst of a world of flint, praying 
to several momentarily saddened cupids. We may love this 
panel too, but not for its Christian spirit. 

Subjects like the Crucifixion, the Circumcision, the 
Ascension, which again offer rare opportunities for the 
expression of specifically Christian feeling, Mantegna 
treated as fitting occasions for the reproduction of the 
Antique world. The priceless Crucifixion of the Louvre is, 
in the first place, a study of tlie Roman soldier. The 
Ascension in the Uffizi is the apotheosis of a Roman 
athlete. The Circumcision on the companion panel repre- 
sents the interior of a Roman temple, with its sumptuous 
marbles, incrustations, and gildings. Placed beside Ambro- 
gio Lorenzetti’s panel in the Ufiizi at Florence, where the 
same tlieme is handled, it would quickly reveal the dif- 
ference between a Christian and a pagan artist. 

And Mantegna did not grow more Christian with years. 
On the contrary, he lived to deserve even better than 
Goethe the surname of “ Old Pagan.” In mid-career he 
painted a picture, now at Copenhagen, with a wailing, 
half-nude Christ supported on a sarcophagus by two 
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mourning angels with wings widespread. If you can forget 
the inane expression on the Saviour’s face, and the per- 
functory grimaces of the angels, you will be free to enjoy 
a design that sweeps you from earth to heaven, but not 
on the pinions of Faith ! Or take the mystic subject 
belonging to Lord Melchett which Mantegna painted 
when he was no longer young. Few things even in ancient 
art have more of the Roman and imperial air than this 
infant Caesar whom Mantegna has seen fit to pose there as 
the infant Christ. From his later years we have such 
negations of Christianity as the distinctly Roman figures 
meant to represent Christ between Longinus and Andrew, 
or those in the other engraving of a sublimely pagan 
Entombment. 

Mantegna deserves no blame for Romanising Christian- 
ity, any more than Raphael for Hellenising Hebraism. 
Indeed, they both did their work so well that the majority 
of Europeans at this day still visualise their Bible story in 
forms derived from these two Renaissance masters. And 
Mantegna should incur the less reproach because it is 
probable that the Christian spirit cannot easily find 
embodiment in the visual arts. The purpose of the last 
few paragraphs was not to find fault with Mantegna but 
to show that, as an Illustrator, he intended to be wholly 
Roman. 

Had he succeeded, we might perhaps afford to forget 
him, in spite of the three centuries of admiration bestowed 
upon him by an over-Latinised Europe. We do not any 
longer need his reconstructions. We know almost scienti- 
fically the aspect and character of the Rome which cast 
her glamour over his fancy. Besides, we no longer stop 
at Rome, but have gone back to her fountain-head, Athens. 
If Mantegna is still inspiring as an Illustrator, it is because 
he failed of his object, and conveyed, instead of an archaeo« 
logically correct transcript of ancient Rome, a creation of 
his own romantic mood, the Rome of his dreams, his vision 
of a noble humanity living nobly in noble surroundings. 

Thus Mantegna’s attitude towards Antiquity, unlike our 
own, was romantic; and it was equally remote from the 
attitude of his artist contemporaries in Tuscany. His aim 
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was to resuscitate the ancient world; his method was the 
imitation of the Antique. Little as they shared his pur- 
pose, they shared his methods less. 

There are different uses to which erne may put the art 
of the past. One may use it as a child uses blocks. They 
enable him to build up his toy town, but, though he may 
forget the fact or be either too giddy or too stupid to be 
aware of it, the scheme is predetermined. He can do only 
what may be done with the given blocks, and it is doubtful 
whether they can teach him to produce another toy town 
without blocks but with the pencil or brush or even clay. 
This use of ancient art may be called archaistic, and it 
was the way in which Roman fragments were employed 
again and again in the Middle Ages, notably in the thir- 
teenth century at Rheims, at Capua, and by the greatest 
Italian sculptor before the Renaissance, Niccolo Pisano. 
On the other hand, the art of the past may be used as 
vintners nowadays use the ferment of a choice vintage, to 
improve the flavour of a liquid pressed from an ordinary 
grape. This is the most constant use to which it has been 
put, and, to a limited degree, it is a profitable use. The 
most profitable of all, however, is neither to imitate the 
past nor to seek merely to be refined and ennobled by it, 
but to detect the secret of its commerce with nature, so 
that we may become equally fruitful. 

While Mantegna chiefly put the art of Rome to the 
first of these uses, his Florentine contemporaries cared to 
profit by the last only. So carefully did they abstain in 
the serious figure arts from any direct imitation of the 
Anti(]ue, that we can seldom trace its influence upon 
Quattrocento sculpture and even less upon Quattrocento 
painting in Tuscany. The utmost that would appear is 
that these arts benefited by the cult of physical beauty 
exemplified in ancient marbles and by the study of Greco- 
Roman proportions. Many of the Tuscan painters illus- 
trated themes taken as directly from Latin poetry as any 
of Mantegna’s, but they used their own visual imagery, 
their own forms, and their own accent. If we place Polla- 
iuolo’s paintings of the Hercules myth, Botticelli’s 
“ Spring ” and “ Birth of Venus,” and Signorelli’s “ Pan ” 
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alongside of Mantegna’s “ Parnassus,” we shall have to 
acknowledge that his alone is painted, so to speak, in 
Latin, while the others are in pure Tuscan. Nor was there 
any diminution in the aloofness of Florentine sculpture and 
painting from any direct imitation of the Antique. Michel- 
angelo seems more antique only because he so nearly 
reconquered the position of Antiquity. For the pursuit of 
tactile values and of movement, followed strenuously, and 
unhampered by the requirements of Illustration, tends to 
create not only the type of figure but the cast of features 
known as Classic. 

In spite of these differences in purpose and method 
between Mantegna and the Florentines, the former lab- 
ouring to reconstruct the world as seen by an imperial 
Roman, and to reconstruct it in that Roman’s visual lan- 
guage, the latter toiling to master form and action, and 
design based upon form and action, Mantegna neverthe- 
less owed to Donatello and to Donatello’s countrymen 
more than he owed to the Antique. He owed to them the 
knowledge and skill that it took to differ from them and 
to try to be antique. 

We have already had occasion to note that in the 
thirteenth century at Rheims, at Capua, at Ravello, and at 
Pisa, Greco-Roman sculpture had found deliberate imitat- 
ors. But they were sterile, and Giovanni Pisano, the son 
of the ablest and most conscious of them, turned his face 
towards France to become all but the greatest of Gothic 
statuaries. In the fourteenth century the tide of Human- 
ism began to run. Petrarch, its mightiest adept, who, it 
may be remembered, spent his last years worshipped like a 
present deity within the sound of Padua’s bells, composed 
in Latin an epic intended at the same time to revive the 
memories of old Rome and to create a passionate longing 
for its glorious restoration. He was not indifferent to the 
fine arts, and he must have used his gifts of persuasion to 
induce his artist friends to follow his example and to share 
his task. It is clear that he failed, as he was bound to fail. 
The painter who before Donatello ventured to imitate the 
ancients was in the position of Petrarch attempting to 
lezurn Greek. A Calabrian monk read Homer to him and 
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gave him a general sense of the narrative, but could not 
teach him to read for himself, because the monk lacked 
the analytical, articulated, grammatical knowledge of the 
language. A modern scholar of equal genius, in Petrarch’s 
place, would be able to master a language to which he had 
far less of a clue, because he is the heir to a philological 
training of many generations. 

Before he could profit by the Antique, the artist had to 
have some appreciation of its artistic superiority. It was 
not enough that he should revere it as the achievement of a 
glorious past. Nor was it enough that he should admire it 
for its handsomer faces and more impressive poses (if 
indeed, as is questionable, the Gothic sculptor or painter 
did in fact find the faces in Greco-Roman art more hand- 
some and the poses more impressive than in his own). 
When the living traditions of a great art have been des- 
troyed, the archaistic imitation of its products will lead 
no farther towards creation than the naive imitation of 
nature. A reviving art must begin at the beginning, and 
endeavour to penetrate step by step into the secrets of art 
construction. At every step it lakes it will discover in the 
Antique an indication of how the next step is to be taken. 
The progress of an art which revives under these conditions 
will be almost as rapid as that of the individual who in a 
few decades learns what humanity needed a thousand 
centuries to acquire. But the Antique, in order to produce 
this effect, must be accessible in sufficient examples of its 
best work, and it must encounter men of so vigorous an 
independence that its masterpieces will not lure them into 
imitation. 

Donatello and Brunellesco, Uccello and Masaccio may 
have had the independence of mind to resist the allure- 
ments of Antiquity, but they were not severely tested, for, 
in their earlier days, at all events, ancient works of art 
were scanty and of a low order of merit. They were 
obliged to recover most of the secrets of art-creation for 
themselves. Had it been otherwise, it is possible that they 
would have been saved much waste, much affectation, and 
much bad taste. One must not dwell on the thought of all 
that might have happened had Donatello known Pheidian 



l86 ARCHAIC AND ARCHAISTlG ART 

or — Still more fascinating speculation ! — Greek Archaic 
art! But as he and his countrymen had never seen the 
Elgin marbles, the Acginetan and Olympian pediments, or 
the Delphian bas-reliefs, it is to their lasting glory that they 
at least knew better than to imitate the specimens of 
debased Greco-Roman sculpture which alone were acces- 
sible to them, and that they dared to be archaic for 
themselves. 

For no art can hope to become classic that has not been 
archaic first. The distinction between archaistic imitation 
and archaic reconstruction, simple as it is, must be clearly 
borne in mind. An art that is merely adopting the ready- 
made models handed down from an earlier time is archa- 
istic, while an art that is going through the process of 
learning to construct the figures and discover the attitudes 
required for the presentation of tactile values and move- 
ment, is archaic. On the other hand, an art which has 
completed the process is classic. Thus, while Niccolo 
Pisano may be ranked as archaistic, Giotto and his school 
are classic and not archaic, as also the Van Eycks and 
their followers, the P'rench sculptors of the thirteenth cen- 
tury, and the Chinese and Japanese artists since many 
centuries. Merely primitive or even savage art is not 
necessarily archaic. 'I'here is, for instance, little of the 
archaic in most Egy'ptian art, and as little in Aztec carv- 
ings or Alaskan totcm-polcs. On the contrary, a painter of 
the present century, Degas, may boast of being archaic. 
And of course most Florentine artists of the fifteenth cen- 
tury were archaic, for they were making for a goal which 
none of them could hope to touch. That goal was an art 
compounded of nothing but specifically artistic motives. 

This definition gives even more than it promised, for it 
clearly suggests the reason why we care so much for 
genuinely archaic art. It is because such art is necessarily 
the product of the striving for form and movement. It 
may fail to realise them completely; it will by definition 
fail to realise them in proper combination, for then it 
would already be classic; it may exaggerate any one ten- 
dency to the extreme of caricature, as indeed it frequently 
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does : but through its presentation of form, or of move- 
ment, or of both, it never fails of being life-enhancing. 

The same definition further suggests the chief reasons 
why Quattrocento Italian art was inferior to the Greek art 
of more than twenty centuries earlier, and why it led to 
no such great results. Renaissance art, although it had no 
accjuaintance with the best products of Antiquity, was yet 
not frankly enough archaic. It may in a sense be called 
somewhat archaistic, seeing that it never completely eman- 
cipated itself from the art of the past, its own immediate 
past, if not the remoter past of Rome. Thus, in the alle- 
gorical figures on his “Tomb of Sixtus IV,” even so 
advanced and original a genius as Pollaiuolo never wholly 
abandoned the vapid elegance of the Romance of the 
Rose period. There w’as, moreover, the further difficulty 
of the subject-matter imposed upon the artists from the 
outside, for extra-artistic reasons, a subject-matter whose 
resistance no one could sufficiently overcome. 7'he Greek 
archaic artist was more fortunate, enjoying the inestimable 
advantage of a free hand in the making of his own gods. 
Thanks to a hundred causes, the Greek artist of the pre- 
Pheidian time was the dictator of theologians and not 
their slave. The aspects and actions of his god.s, being the 
creation of a specifically visual imagination, were neces- 
sarily perfect material for the sculptor and painter. Not so 
the gods of Christendom, who were fashioned by ascetics, 
mystics, philosophers, logicians, and [)ricsts, and not by 
sculptors or painters. The Greeks had the further advan- 
tage, that they could believe their gods to be present in the 
most strictly plastic work, while the Christians, before 
they could believe that their gods were so much as repre- 
sented by an image, had to prove it by values current, not 
in the world of visual beauty but in the realms of mystic- 
ism or in those of dogmatic theology and canon law. 
Small wonder that, with such convictions, Michelangelo 
did not equal Pheidias, or that the precursors of the one 
did not dedicate themselves so entirely to pure art as the 
forerunners of the other. 

Hampered then, as were tlte great Florentines, by too 
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much reverence for the past and by the necessity they 
were under of representing personages and scenes which 
owed their origin to theology instead of to art, they were 
nevertheless working mainly in the right spirit, and were 
genuinely and hopefully archaic; and, for all his human- 
istic ardour, Mantegna, without the severe studies in the 
rendering of form and movement to which he was sub- 
jected by the tradition if not by the personal stimulus of 
Donatello, would never have been able to record in any 
adequate semblance his vision of Antiquity. He must, at 
an age surprisingly precocious for even that century of 
early maturing genius, have become as well aware of his 
means as of his end, for as a mere lad he absorbed all that 
his Florentine teachers had to give him. But although he 
was gifted for whatever is essential in the figure arts as 
perhaps were none of their pupils at home, and endowed 
besides with a pictorial faculty that was unknown in 
Tuscany, Mantegna, in his earliest extant works, already 
betrays the subordination of the one and the suppression 
of the other. The suppression of his native impulse to- 
wards the pictorial was so complete that, but for two or 
three drawings, dashed off without effort, we should 
scarcely have suspected its existence. As for form and 
movement, he seems to have acquired before he was five 
and twenty nearly all he was destined to master. What 
progress he made later was brought about by mere force of 
momentum, for he never again gave them the first place in 
his thought. That place was taken by his Illustrator’s 
purpose of reconstructing the Ancient World. 

There is no need to quarrel with Mantegna for prefer- 
ring pagan to Christian subject-matter. Indeed it was but 
his duty as an artist. We can readily sympathise with his 
passion for Antiquity, and love his vision of a perfected 
humanity, for among the many dreams of Perfection that 
have been dreamt, his is surely one of the healthiest and 
noblest. But we may well quarrel with him for the un- 
critical attitude he adopted towards the Antique, and 
deplore its result. Even had the Antique he was acquainted, 
with been of the best, he should have endeavoured toi 
fathom the secret of its craft rather than to copy its shapes 
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and attitudes. Thus, and thus only, could he have drawn 
clear profit from it. But the Antique that he knew was, 
with the rarest exceptions, of a debased kind, a product of 
the successive copying of many generations. In types and 
poses these works did, it is true, retain something of their 
primitive beauty, but in every other respect they were 
listless, lifeless, and mechanical. Englamoured and undis- 
criminating as only an Italian Humanist could be, Man- 
tegna was blinded to the fact that his models were, in 
everything but conception, inferior to the work of his own 
peers and contemporaries. If he had to put the art of the 
past to the use of a ferment, it was certainly unfortunate 
that he drew from a cask broached so long ago that all its 
flavour had evaporated. He was saved from insipidity only 
by the vigour and incorruptibility of genius. Quality of 
touch is a gift that nothing but physical decrepitude can 
take away, and, although he doubtless wasted much of his 
talent upon the monstrous effort to assimilate an execution 
inferior to his own, he received no fatal injury. 

The effort, however, did not advance him. Perhaps 
but for this waste of energy, his zealous quest of line 
would have been crowned with far greater success. Not 
only did he fail of the triumphs of Botticelli, but he never 
quite reached the full use of contour, of functional line, 
stopping short in his development at the outline, at the 
line that circumscribes but does not model. 

Another factor of kindred origin contributed to his 
shortcomings with regard to line in contour. In his effort 
to assimilate the precise touch of his antique models, it is 
not surprising that, instead of waiting to evolve a canon of 
the human figure out of his own experience of form and 
movement, he attempted to adopt the one created by the 
Ancients. He succeeded only too well : but it could not 
end there. Active people cannot stand still. If not deliber- 
ately, then all the more certainly, do they speed forward 
on the path they have taken. Well for them if it is a 
genuine highway and not a blind alley. In each art there 
are a few things, and only a few, capable of intensifica- 
tion; and fruitful activity consists in taking hold of at 
least one of these things and working upon it. There are 
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many other things, alluring and specious, which seem to 
promise profitable returns for outlay. Nor arc their pro- 
mises brusquely falsified. It is part of their wickedness 
that they do seem to pay : only, like other gifts of evil 
spirits — so our ancestors used to believe — like the luscious 
fruit that moulders to dust, or the ruby wine that changes 
into wind at the touch of the lip, these profits turn 
quickly to dross. To take another metaphor, they not only 
bring no interest upon reinvestment, but show a capital so 
diminished that a few successive operations dwindle it 
away to nothing. In the figure arts it is an almost irresist- 
ible temptation to take over shapes and attitudes already 
evolved. By their means one seems so quickly to acquire 
charm, beauty, and dignity. Unfortunately shapes and 
attitudes are among the things that do not admit of inten- 
sification, but only of scheniatisation : and Mantegna, in 
the measure that he took them over from the Antique as a 
canon ready made, tended to reduce them, despite obvious 
appearances to the contrary, to mere calligraphy. For 
contour, being line in function, line that renders the form 
and gives the pulse of life, cannot be found by travelling 
in the opposite direction ! 

The facility and accomplishment which mark the first 
steps of decay are apt to be mistaken for symptoms of the 
contrary process, especially when these steps are taken by 
an artist in such apparent rude health as Mantegna. But 
other faults resulting from the imitation of the Antique 
may be brought home to him more easily. We have noted 
already how he tended to paint people as if they were 
made of coloured marble rather than of flesh and blood, 
and remarked that this may have been due to his naively 
thinking of the Ancients — those Ancients whose resurrec- 
tion was his chief aim — ^as having had in real life the only 
aspect in which he knew them, the aspect of marbles in 
the round or in relief. We may well admire and like these 
beings when they are endowed, as they not infrequently are 
in Mantegna’s earlier works, with all the splendour and 
grace and even tenderness of human beings, but built of a 
more insensible, more incorruptible material. Human 
qualities in such creatures have something more poignantly 
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touching, just as the expression of tenderness is so much 
more aijpealing in a poetry like the Latin, because no- 
thing has led one to expect it of the Roman and his hard 
lapidary language. We should find no fault with Man- 
tegna on this score if, at other times, and more often, he 
did not betray the coarse and even vulgar inspiration of 
post-Augustan sculpture. But it is carrying things too far 
to confine one’s attention so closely to men and women 
in marble as never to look at life — life, the only inexhaust- 
ible field for study, for experiment, for suggestion. One 
would be tempted to doubt whether Mantegna had ever 
seen with his own eyes — for I venture to believe that a man 
may be an artist of high, almost exalted rank, and yet 
never sec with his own eyes — if, in his jjortraits in the 
Camera degli Sposi and elsewhere, we did not find proof 
that he possessed an almost unrivalled jjower of direct 
observation. It is unfortunate that he put it aside, prodig- 
ally blinding himself to all light that was not reflected 
from Roman bas-reliefs. 

The Roman bas-relief took greater and greater hold 
upon him. There he found the forms, there the substances, 
there the arrangement of his ideal world, and he seems to 
have ended by seeing not in three dimensions but in the 
exquisitely artificial space-relations of low relief. In his 
last years, casting variety of tint like a vain thing from 
him, he painted more and more in monochrome, ending 
with such stone-coloured canvases as his London “ 7 ri- 
umph of Scipio,” the Louvre “ Judgement of Solomon,” 
or the Dublin “Judith.” It should be added that these 
final performances come dangerously near to being repro- 
ductions of Antonine bas-reliefs. But from this ignominy 
he was saved to some extent by his genius, and even more 
by the nervous silhouetting he had learned from Dona- 
tello. 

Too great devotion to the Antique thus hampered Man- 
tegna in all his movements, checking in every direction his 
free development, and curbing the natural course of his 
genius. This, however, was so prodigious that despite the 
mummy-cloths he wrapped about him, he burst through 
them and walked more freely than most others not so self- 
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handicapped. There is but one more addition to make to 
the inventory of his errors, and this relates to the subjects 
of which he made choice. His Florentine rivals, seldom 
forgetting that the real triumphs of art are reserved for 
those who exploit the elemental, eternal, inexhaustible 
resources of Form and Movement, rarely failed to seize 
an opportunity to compose accordingly, or to create an 
opportunity if one did not present itself. Botticelli, even 
where the subject was given him, as it doubtless was in 
the “ Spring ” and the “ Birth of Venus,” produced crea- 
tions of so purely decorative an order that the merely illus- 
trative material is completely consumed away. Even more 
is this the case with Pollaiuolo. He also loved the Antique. 
But note what subjects he chose to illustrate : “ Combats 
of Gladiators ” and the “ Deeds of Hercules.” He selected 
themes which dissolve themselves without residue into 
values of form and movement, creating of themselves their 
necessary shapes, attitudes, and relations. But Mantegna, 
here again, was tied hand and foot. Determined to revive 
Antiquity, he did not sufficiently consider whether a given 
subject, given shapes, and given attitudes were those cal- 
culated to produce the really great works of art. The 
humanist in him was always killing the artist. Conse- 
quently, although he is magnificent and inspiring, he never 
produced a composition approaching the “ Combat of 
Gladiators,” nor a painting to rival the “Spring.” His 
“ Combat of Virtue and Vice ” is choked with unconsumed 
illustrative material, and even his “ Parnassus ” fritters 
away one’s attention on various archaeological side-shows, 
for thus they may irreverently be called, seeing that they 
are artistically unrelated to the main composition of the 
picture. 

This, in brief, is what I have to say of Mantegna, whom 
so much of me loves and worships. Perhaps it will help 
my readers to understand my view of him if they are told 
that in essentials, although on a much grander scale, he 
seems to have been not unlike a great artist of our own 
day. Like Burne-Jones, he was archaistic rather than 
archaic in his intention and romantic in his attitude to- 
wards the past, and, like Burne-Jones, he substituted a 
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schematic vision for a remarkable native gift of observa- 
tion. 

It is a pity that so highly gifted a genius went astray. 
Had Mantegna devoted all his talents to the real problems 
of painting as a figure art, he might, besides creating 
masterpieces intrinsically finer, have transmitted such a 
feeling for serious construction as would have uplifted all 
the schools of Northern Italy, and prevented Correggio 
from being so boneless, and Veronese so ill-articulated. As 
it was, he accomplished little more than to help bring 
about a change in visualising, and to bequeath a passion 
for the Antique. It was in no slight degree due to him 
that the region where he lived, fostered or employed the 
most archaising sculptors, bronze-workers, and architects 
of the Renaissance. But he left no direct heirs, and it was 
only as an Illustrator that his influence on the art of paint- 
ing perpetuated itself. His cult of Paganism prepared the 
way for Giorgione’s “ Fete Ghampetre ” and Titian’s Bac- 
chanals. 


V 

At this point, the eighteenth-century critic, who was apt 
to be both shrewd and rational, would have turned his 
attention first to Leonardo and then to Correggio. I con- 
fess I envy the giant strides which enabled the writers of 
old to pass from peak to peak, unconscious of aU that lay 
between ! Any picture that interested them, they set down 
to some well-known master; and if the picture chanced to 
be of Lombard origin, it had to be a Mantegna, a 1 . 60 - 
nardo, or a Correggio. Their attributions were more fre- 
quently wrong than not, but their attitude was, in the 
main, right. To the objections of us latter-day connois- 
seurs they could have replied that Art formed no exception 
to the rest of their interests, which were always intellectual, 
and that, intellectually, there was little or nothing calling 
for attention in painters whose works might be easily 
assimilated to those of their more famous peers. Perhaps 
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theirs was too rationalistic and lofty an attitude, but it 
stands in refreshing contrast to the microscopic outlook 
and groping methods from which we suffer. If we could 
return to it, we might devote the resulting leisure to the 
study of Art. 

The study of art, as distinct from art-fancying, and 
from the biography of artists, should be, in the first place, 
a study of the specific ideas embodied in works of art. 
From this point of view, there is nothing to be said about 
the North Italian contemporaries of Mantegna that has 
not already been said about him : he subsumes them all. 
Their purpose, when they had one, was not different from 
his. Most of them followed him. A few walked and some 
stumbled or staggered independently, but all took his road. 
It would be difficult to find among them a single idea — 
by which I mean, in the figure arts, a motive exploiting 
the possibilities of form and movement — which Mantegna 
had not used better. The student of art might well ignore 
these minor men, but of the small number for whom art, 
as art, has any meaning, few are students. The rest are 
fanciers or pedants, and it is to them, and as one of them, 
that I shall speak of the Quattrocentists of the valley of 
the Po. 


VI 

Among the North Italians who were young in the third 
quarter of the fifteenth century, there is no painter of 
mark who did not study at Padua or under someone fresh 
from her studios. At first, it seems mysterious that one 
town, and that by no means the largest or most convenient, 
should have exerted such an influence; but on closer 
inspection it appears that the whole country had been 
carefully prepared to join the new movement, for the 
Humanists, during three generations, had been preaching 
the emancipation from the canons and symbols of the 
Middle Ages, in favour of a return to the Antique. 
Northern Italy was therefore, like Tuscany, intellectually 
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ready to take the new step, and there lacked nothing but 
initiative and a practical acquaintance with the means. 
These were furnished by Donatello at Padua, and when 
you add to this the emulation aroused by the successes of 
the adolescent Mantegna, and the seductive advertisement 
supplied by the applauding Humanists, it is easy to under- 
stand why all the young and gifted flocked to Squarcione’s 
workshop. There each acquired what his energy enabled 
him to graft upon his own gifts, as these had been already 
modified by his previous training at home under a local 
teacher. I’hence they brought away even more than 
they had bargained for, since, along with an enthusiasm 
for Antiquity, they caught the contagion of an ardent, if 
sometimes short-lived, realism. When they returned home, 
they radiated the new knowledge, and before the greater 
number of them had died, the revolution was complete. 
Excepting in remote upland valleys, no painters remained 
who visualised and rendered in the old way. 

Of the young men who flocked to Padua, none brought 
greater gihs, none drank deeper of Donatello’s art, and 
none had a more remarkable destiny than Cosimo Tura. 
He founded a line of painters which flourished not only in 
his native town of Ferrara, but throughout the dominions 
of its Este lords and the adjacent country from Cremona 
to Bologna. It was destined that from him should descend 
both Raphael and Correggio. 

Yet nothing could be more opposed to the noble grace 
of the one, or the ecstatic sensuousness of the other, than 
the style of their Patriarch. His figures are of flint, as 
haughty and immobile as Pharaohs, or as convulsed with 
suppressed energy as the gnarled knots in the olive tree. 
Their faces are seldom lit up with tenderness, and their 
smiles are apt to turn into archaic grimaces. Their claw- 
like hands express the manner of their contact. Tura’s 
architecture is piled up and baroque, not as architecture 
frequently is in painters of the earlier Renaissance, but 
almost as in the proud palaces built for the Medes and 
Persians. His landscapes are of a world which has these 
many ages seen no flower or green leaf, for there is no 
earth, no mould, no sod, only the inhospitable rock every- 
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where. He seldom finds place even for the dry cornel tree 
which other artists, trained at Padua, loved to paint. 

There is a perfect harmony in all this. His rock-born 
men could not fitly inhabit a world less crystal-hard, and 
would be out of place among architectural forms less bur- 
densomely massive. Being of adamant, they must take 
such shapes as that substance will permit, of things either 
petrified, or contorted with the effort at articulation. And 
where the effort at movement produces such results, ex- 
pression must freeze into grimace before it has reached its 
conclusion. 

Where there is harmony there is necessarily purpose, 
and Tura’s purpose is clear. It is to realise substance with 
almost maniac ferocity. He will have nothing in his world 
which will not firmly resist his conquering embrace. No- 
thing soft, nothing yielding, nothing vague. His world is 
an anvil, his perception is a hammer, and nothing must 
muffle the sound of the stroke. Naught more tender than 
flint and adamant could furnish the material for such an 
artist. 

Tura had drunk too deeply, perhaps, of Donatello’s art, 
and had his vision too much englamoured by Mantegna’s 
earliest achievements. And who knows what flower-like, 
ghost-like medieval painting he was violently revolting 
from, to lead him to exaggerate so passionately the only 
principle he seems to have grasped at Padua? Hokusai, in 
his extreme old age, used to sign himself “ The Man-mad- 
about-Drawing,” and with equal fitness, Tura, all his life, 
might have signed, “ The-Man-mad-about-Tactile-Values.” 

To this one principle he sacrificed the whole of a genius 
kindred and perhaps not inferior to Pollaiuolo’s. With no 
conspicuous mental training and lacking, like all provin- 
cials, the intelligent criticism of serious rivals, he was never 
driven out of his narrow formula into a more intellectual 
pursuit of his art. He ranks, consequently, not with his 
Flcarentine peers, but with another product of the Paduan 
school, Carlo Crivelli. The one exaggerates definition as 
the other exaggerates precision, and like all born artists 
who lack adequate intellectual purpose, both ended in the 
grotesque. 



THE GROTESQUE 197 

Not SO evil a fate this, when all is said and done ! Next 
to Giotto and Masaccio, to Leonardo and Michelangelo, 
and their glorious company the world over, we must place 
the artists who, with an infinite gift for quality of touch, 
never passed beyond the point of creating designs that 
demand the utmost vitality in every detail. Now a design 
inspired by delight in nothing but life-enhancing detail 
is bound to turn into the grotesque, and the makers of 
these designs are always masters of this art, as the Japan- 
ese, for example. To them we must not give our highest 
esteem, but it is difficult not to love them as much as the 
best, for to love is to have life enhanced by the object 
loved. 

And so Tura is much loved, for he was a great master 
of the grotesque, and of the heraldic grotesque, which is 
its finest form. His works abound not only in the uncon- 
scious, but in the deliberate grotesque. He revels in strange 
sea things and stranger land things. He loves symbolic 
beasts, and when he paints a horse, as in his “ St. George 
and the Dragon,” he gives him, as an armourer would, a 
proudly heraldic head. 

Another reading of Tura is possible. It may be that his 
purpose was merely illustrative, and that he loved this arid, 
stony world of his, inhabited by rock-born berserkers, as 
others love the desert, or glaciers, or the Arctic regions. 
These are inspiringly tonic to some temperaments, and, in 
aesthetic form, to all of us. The illustrator who communi- 
cates ideated sensations which compel us to identify our- 
selves with such virility, with such proud insensibility, 
with such energy and endurance, is an artist indeed. 
Which is the right interpretation of Tura is of no conse- 
quence, for in him, as in every complete artist — and 7 ura 
was complete though narrow — Illustration and Decoration 
are perfectly fused. 
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It would take no considerable changes to make these para- 
graphs on Tura apply to his slightly younger townsman, 
Gossa. They fonn a double star, each so resembling the 
other, and of such equal magnitude, that it is not easy to 
keep them apart, nor to decide which revolved round the 
other. A prolonged acquaintance, however, reveals dif- 
ferences of purpose and quality, due partly to a difference 
in orbit. Tura veers towards Padua, while Cossa is at- 
tracted by the more specifically pictorial influence of Piero 
della Francesca, the mighty Tuscan, who worked for a 
time at Ferrara. 

Cossa took over Tura’s world bodily, and, when pos- 
sible, exaggerated it. His landscapes are as sublimely 
sterile as Tura’s, and, to deepen the desolation, his archi- 
tecture is shattered to ruins. His figures are no less con- 
vulsed with energy, and if they are less haughty, it is only 
because they condescend to be insolent. He took over, as 
well, Tura’s violent realisation, but he was saved from the 
consequence of intensifying it to the utmost by the 
example of Piero’s large planes and quiet surfaces. Thanks 
to these, he learned to broaden to a boss what in Tura 
would have remained a knob. To Piero again, Cossa owed 
his interest and consequent eminence in the treatment of 
diffused light; but to his own genius alone did he owe his 
command of movement. 

His distinguishing characteristics are due to this. Where 
he departs in type from Tura, it is largely owing to greater 
mobility and more detailed articulation. Like all artists 
with unusual feeling for movement, he understood func- 
tional line, and the contours of his figures gain thereby a 
corrc-spondence to tactual impression as convincing as it is 
in Pollaiuolo or the young Botticelli. Even the insolence 
of most of his figures may be due to his putting them in 
motion, for insolence is only haughtiness in action. 

To the same source may be traced his unexpected ren- 
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dering of the holiday life of his time that wc find in the 
“ Schifanoia.” He paints a race between slim horses and 
men and women runners, each w'ith an individual move- 
ment, yet all together making a continuous pattern. They 
are watched with evident delight by onlookers, among 
them elegant court ladies, stretching their lovely necks 
from balconies. Line cannot be too ductile to convey 
action so quick and contours so delicate. No Greek bas- 
relief or vase can show a design more swift. 

It required faculties of all but the most exalted rank to 
create a figure like his “ Autumn ” at Berlin. She is as 
powerfully built, as sturdy and firm on her feet, as if she 
had been painted by Piero himself; but in atmospheric 
effect and in expression she reminds us of Millet and 
Cezanne. 

The artist who had this range and this touch might have 
left who knows what, had he but added intellectual pur- 
pose, and had he while still young migrated to Florence 
instead of to Bologna. 


VIII 

Tura’s and Cossa’s austere vision of vehement primeval 
beings in a severely mineral world suffered a certain 
change as it passed into tlie eyes of their ablest follower, 
Ercole Robert!. While remaining, at all events in his 
earlier years, an artist of a high order, he was much more 
given to Illustration than to Decoration. He was thus 
keenly alive to the “ literary ” qualities in the works of his 
predecessors, and used them with full consciousness of 
their emotional effect. But this exact effect could, if he 
had but known it, only be produced by its own causes, 
and not by using itself as building material; for then it 
became a new cause, bound to have another result. The 
fresh product would very likely appeal even more vividly 
to a poetical mood, and yet it must end in a mirage, 
standing for nothing. 

It seldom came to this with Ercole, thanks to certain 
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compensating qualities he possessed. Either because he 
lacked his masters’ feeling for substance, or because they 
themselves were not intellectual enough to teach it, his 
works never produce anything like the conviction that 
theirs inspire. His pattern tends to be caligraphic, as it 
must be when comf)osed of figures that have more volume 
than bulk, with limbs at times little more than silhouettes, 
with feet that seldom press the ground, and hands that 
never grasp. Before his Dresden “ Betrayal ” and “ Pro- 
cession to Calvary,” if you stop to think of the substance 
in the figures represented, you must conclude that they 
consist of nothing solid, but of some subtle material out 
of which they were beaten, like repousse work, having no 
backs at all, or with hollow insides. But, on the other 
hand, he had enough feeling for functional line to enable 
him, if not to communicate movement, to present action 
so that he succeeded in conveying a sense of things really 
happening. Then, he understood almost as well as his 
Umbrian contemporaries, or as Millet among moderns, the 
solemnity of the sky-line, and the sense of })rofound signi- 
ficance it can impart to figures towering above it, as we sec 
in his Berlin “ Baptist.” Moreover, in his best pictures, 
such as the Dresden predelle, the figures are so sharply 
silliouettcd, and so frankly treated like repousse v'ork, 
that, far from taking them amiss, one is bewitched by their 
singularity. Finally, his colour has the soothing harmonies 
of late autumn tints. 

Yet none of these qualities and faults, nor all of them 
together, explain the fascination of the man, which is to 
be looked for rather in his gifts as an Illustrator. These 
gifts were of the intensest type, although narrow in range. 
There is in the works already mentioned, in the Liverpool 
“ Pieta,” in the Richmond “ Medea,” and in the mono- 
chrome decorations in the Brcra altar-piece, a vehemence 
so passionate, an unrestraint so superhuman, that we sur- 
render to them as we do to every noble violence, happy to 
identify ourselves with their more vividly realised life. If 
ever man had “ wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command,” 
it is Herod in the ferocious scene in the Brera painting 
representing the “ Massacre of the Innocents.” But the 
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treatment as a bas-relief adorning a throne takes away all 
possible literalness, and leaves nothing but that delight in 
the absence of human sensibility which we get in the 
Icelandic Sagas, or, better still, in the flint-hearted last lays 
of the Nibelungen Not. 

Even as an Illustrator, Ercole recalls his masters, Tura 
and Cossa, as this description will have revealed. But in 
him the effect is deliberately aimed at, while with them it 
may have been but the unsolicited result of their style. 
Therefore, as Illustration, his work has the advantage of 
set purpose; yet nothing shows more clearly how small a 
part even the most fascinating illustration plays in art. At 
his best, Ercole Roberti is but a variation played by the 
gods on the much grander theme they had invented in 
'I’ura : and at his worst, as in his Modena “ Lucretia,” he 
is fit subject for a sermon on the text that no Illustrator, 
who is not also a master of form and movement, retains 
any excellence whatever after he has worn out the motives 
he took over from some other artist who had had these 
essentials at his conuuand. 


IX 

If miserable decline was the lot of Ercole, who had come 
in contact with reality at second hand and with intellect 
at third hand, wc may know what to expect from his pupil, 
Lorenzo Costa, whose contact with life and thought was 
only at third and fourth hand. He began with paintings, 
like the Bentivoglio portraits and the “ Triumphs ” in San 
Giacomo at Bologna, which differ from Ercole’s later 
works only in increased feebleness of touch and tameness 
of conception. He ended with such pictures as the one in 
S. Andrea at Mantua, where there remains only the 
remote semblance of a formula that once had had a mean- 
ing. Between his earliest and his latest years, however, he 
had happy moments. Despite his predilection for types 
vividly suggesting the American Red Indian, an altar- 
piece like the one in San Petronio at Bologna has not only 



202 


COSTA AND LANDSCAPE 


the refulgent colour of a well-tempered mosaic, but a 
certain solemnity and even dignity in the figures. But in 
the greater number of his works, the figures have no real 
existence. Usually they are heads screwed on — not always 
at the proper angle — to cross-poles hung about with 
clothes. Yet, even thus, his narration is so gay, his ar- 
rangement so pleasant, his colour so clean and sweet, that 
one is often captivated, as, notably, by the Louvre picture 
representing “ Isabella d’Este in the Garden of the Muses.” 
Here, however, as in most instances where Costa pleases, 
it is chiefly by his landscapes, which, without being in any 
sense serious studies, are among the loveliest painted in his 
day. Their shimmering hazes, their basking rivers run- 
ning silver under diffused sunshine, their clumps of fine- 
stemmed trees with feathery foliage, their suggestion of 
delicious life out of doors, make one not only forget how 
poor an artist Costa was, but even place him among tliose 
of whom one thinks with affection. 

Naturally the masters I have mentioned are the tallest 
trees in the little wood of Ferrarese art. There are many 
others growing under their branches, some of them cling- 
ing, like the mistletoe, to the boughs of the sturdiest oaks. 
In places the trunks and branches are so tangled and 
intertwined that as yet many a one has not been traced 
down to its roots. Bianchi, for instance, if he painted the 
impressive “ St. John ” at Bergamo and M. Dreyfus’s 
Portraits of the Bentivoglios, would deserve a high rank in 
the school. But a still higher place belongs to die author 
of the Louvre altar-piece ascribed to him. Its severely 
virginal Madonna, its earnest yet sweet young warrior 
saint, its angels, so intent upon their music, the large sim- 
plicity of its arrangement, the quiet landscape seen 
through slender columns, the motionless sky, all affect one 
like a calm sunset, when one is subdued, as by ritual, into 
harmony with one’s surroundings. 

Before leaving, for the present, the school of Ferrara, a 
word will be in place about Francesco Francia and Timo- 
teo Viti. Francia, whom meticulous finish, gracious angel 
faces, and quietistic feeling render popular, was, from the 
point of view of universal art, a painter of small import- 
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ance. Trained as a goldsmith, he became a painter only in 
his maturity, and thus he missed the necessary education in 
the essentials of the figure arts. But his feeling, before it 
grew exaggerated (when it anticipated his townsmen of a 
century later), was, in its quietism, at least as fine as 
Perugino’s. No work by the Umbrian master is more 
solemnly gracious, tender, yet hushed with awe, than 
Francia’s Munich picture of the Virgin stooping, with 
hands reverently crossed on her breast, to worship the 
Holy Child lying within the mystic rose-hedge. Pcrugino, 
without his magical command of space effects, could never 
have moved us thus; and even Francia owes much of his 
modest triumph to his landscapes. Many of us have felt 
their dainty loveliness, and been soothed by such silent 
pools — sine labe lacus sine murmure rivos — such deep 
green banks, such horizontal sky-lines as give charm to his 
altar-piece in S. Vitale at Bologna. 

Timoteo Viti has left two pictures — the “ Magdalen,” at 
Bologna, and the “ Annunciation,” at Milan, which, as 
figure art, are perhaps as good as any of Francia’s. It is 
not these, however, that earn him mention here. His 
importance is due to the fact that it was he who first 
taught Raphael, and that it was through him that the boy 
genius inherited many of the traditions which, in however 
enfeebled a form, had been handed down from tlie grand 
patriarch, Tura. It need scarcely be said that, in the con- 
dition in which it reached Raphael, it was a heritage he 
might have done well not to take up. At all events, it 
would have stood him in no stead if he had not added to 
it the wealth of Florence. 


X 

We return to Verona, this time not as to a capital of the 
arts, mistress of Italy between the Alps and the Apennines, 
but as to a provincial town, whose proud memories served 
only to prevent her taking the new departure at the most 
profitable moment and in the most fruitful way. Few of 
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her young men seem to have frequented Padua while 
Donatello was there and while the revolution started by 
his presence was in full strength. Most of them stayed at 
home, sullenly wanting for its flood to sweep up to their 
gates. 

The visit of Mantegna, in the flush of his early matur- 
ity, was a visit of conquest, and the altar-piece which he 
left behind at San Zeno remained, like a triumphal arch, 
a constant witness to his genius. From the neighbouring 
Mantua, where he established his reign, he kept Verona, 
for two generations and more, a fascinated captive at his 
feet. 

In .some ways this was unfortunate. As the Veronese 
painters had not known Donatello, nor been brought in 
contact with reality through a direct acquaintance with 
his sculptures, they could not understand the ultimate 
source of Mantegna’s inspiration, and could only imitate 
its final results. These were by no means the inevitable 
outcome of Florentine ideals — which, as we recollect, were 
to base design on form and movement and space — but 
were more frequently the offspring of a desire to present 
his vision of the Ancient World in the accent of that world 
itself; and if this touch of a dead hand did not entirely 
paralyse his own, happily too vital and resistant, it did 
nevertheless succeed in relaxing his contours to a slackness 
more readily found in Roman bas-reliefs than in the works 
of his fellow-pupils, Bellini and Tura. This over-schemat- 
ised but very seductive product gave no monition to strive 
for understanding, but held out every incentive to imita- 
tion. Although it will be granted that the first imitations 
retained something of the excellence of the originals, suc- 
cessive copying could not fail soon to have the usual conse- 
quences, decay and death. If Veronese painting was saved 
from these disasters, and lived to boast of a Paolo Caliari, 
it had to thank the solid heritage of naive observation, 
colour feeling, and sound technique handed down from 
Altichiero and Pisanello, which, as was hinted earlier in 
this book, formed part of that fund of merit held by 
Verona in common with the rest of Northern Europe. 
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XI 

The Quattrocento painters of Verona betray two fairly 
distinct tendencies. One of these, manifested most clearly 
and potently in Domenico Moronc, was to admit notliing 
of the old spirit in adopting the new imagery and the new 
attitudes introduced by Mantegna. Tiie other, headed by 
Liberate, was inclined to retain the old types and such of 
tlie old ways as would make a compromise with the new 
vision. So tenacious was this party of ancient traditions 
that it succeeded in transmitting them to the Cinque- 
cento school which resulted from the fusion of the two 
movements. 

Domenico Morone is known to us in his last phase only. 
In his one important work now extant, the amusing 
Crespi canvas, now in the Palace at Mantua, representing 
the expulsion of the Buonaccolsi by the Gonzagas, we have 
one of those Renaissance battles that partook more of a 
spirited dress-parade than of a field of carnage. Refined 
cavaliers on deftly groomed horses are making elegant 
thrusts at one another, and at times even bending over 
each other as if with ungentle intention. But it is clear 
that they will do no harm ; they are only taking poses that 
will show to best advantage their own graceful carriage 
and lithe limbs, and the mettle of their steeds. And charm- 
ingly indeed do they group in the midst of die broad city 
square, surrounded by its quaint fagades, and backed by 
the distant mountains. 

The man who ended thus must have begun as a strenu- 
ous workman, for in art, as in love, “ none but the brave 
deserve the fair.” Indeed at San Bernardino there exist 
ruined frescoes which betray no preoccupation with ele- 
gance and grace, but show every sign of having been done 
under the stress of an ambition to master form and move- 
ment. They almost make one question whether their 
author had not studied in Padua. Faint echoes of his 
earlier struggles reach one from the works of his pupils, 
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and further proof of a certain intellectual endeavour may 
be discovered in the fact that these pupils comprised the 
best, with the one exception of Caroto, of their generation. 
But Mantegna’s influence upon Morone ran contrary to 
intimacy with reality, and swept him away towards sche- 
matisation and towards that kind of elegance which, in 
happy circumstances, is the first as well as the finest pro- 
duct of this kind of intensification. 

Little remained to be accomplished by his .son, Fran- 
cesco, and his other followers, Girolamo dai Libri and 
Gavazzola. Being his imitators, they were by so much 
farther removed from the source, and, lacking his rela- 
tively serious training, they could not attain his gracefully 
vivid action. It is to their credit that they seem to have 
made no futile attempts, and that they confined themselves 
to spreading abroad unambitious, honest, and frequently 
delightful imitations and recombinations of the style and 
motives of their master. As serious figure airt, their work 
ranks no higher than that of the Umbrians; and if they 
have not the compensating space harmonies of those 
artists they please and tranquillise one almost as much with 
their poetical landscape backgrounds, and soft diffused 
lights. Their arrangement is as rcstfully simple, while 
their grouping is perhaps larger. Their types are fre- 
quently as quiescent and even as ecstatic, although they 
exhale at the same time the well-being that turns each 
picture of their descendant, Paolo Veronese, into a temple 
of health. Then they have a radiance which they shared 
with the Venetians only, due to the treatment of colour 
as substance, as the material out of which the visible world 
is made, not as if it were only an application on the sur- 
face of matter, as colour was regarded elsewhere in Italy. 
For these reasons one may rank the school of Domenico 
Morone on a level with Perugino’s, provided one first ex- 
cluded Raphael. It is excluding much, but the Umbrian 
remainder is almost as inferior to the Veronese average as 
he is above it. 

One can speak of Domenico’s followers thus together, 
because their resemblances are so much more striking 
than tlieir diflferences. Nevertheless, each introduced the 
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newness his temperament could not avoid. Francesco 
Morone was the severest of them, as if educated while his 
father was still in his more archaic and more earnest 
humour. Indeed, his “ Crucifixion ” at San Bernardino in 
Verona, with its cross towering gigantic over the low 
horizon, and its firm figures, must count among the most 
inspired renderings of the sublime theme. lie declined 
from this strenuous mood, but without losing his poetical 
feeling, which expressed itself chiefly in skies filled with 
cloudlets, purpled and bronzed with transfiguring sunrise 
or sunset lights. He had an almost Giorgionesque gift for 
fusing landscape and figures into romantic significance. 
His “ Samson and Delilah ” at Milan transports one to a 
world of sweet yearnings, of desires one would not have 
fulfilled, into a lyric atmosphere which tempers existence 
as music does. 

Girolamo dai Libri was perhaps the most talented of 
Domenico’s pupils, and certainly the most admirable in 
achievement. He not only had greater solidity and better 
action, but he attained to fuller realisation in landscape. 
And of landscape he was, if not a master, at least a magi- 
cian. What views of grand and beautiful yet humanised 
nature, full of comforting and even poetical evocations, all 
bathed in warm tranquil light ! What distances too, as in 
the “Madonna with Peter and Paul” of the Verona 
Gallery, where the three figures frame in, like an arch, 
harmonious expanses of flood and field, of mountain and 
meadow! Girolamo just failed of being a great space- 
composer, another Perugino. 

Gavazzola, the youngest of the group, the least at ease 
in its traditions, but lacking the genius to react against 
them fruitfully, is, except in portraits and in landscapes, 
somewhat distasteful. But at times, as in the portrait at 
Dresden, he attains to an almost Diirer-like intensity, while 
keeping to the large handling of his school. And in a 
landscape like the background of his Verona “Deposi- 
tion,” he anticipates the quiet effects of Canaletto. 
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At the head of the rival group of Veronese painters stood 
Liberale. He was trained as a miniaturist, and it is perhaps 
owing to this — for traditions last on longest in the minor 
arts — that in his types and colour-schemes he retained 
through life such a close connection with the old school. 
But he did not escape the influence of the new art. 
Whether through coming in contact in Siena with Giro- 
lamo da Cremona, the most intellectual, imaginative, and 
accomplished of Italian miniaturists; or whether, on his 
return, through falling under the attraction of the grand 
sculptor Rizzo; or whether through having glimpses of 
Mantegna’s and even Bellini’s earlier masterpieces; or 
whether, as is indeed more probable, through all these in 
combination, he found ample opportuunity of becoming 
acquainted with the products of the new movement. Un- 
fortunately he never seems to have fully comprehended its 
springs of action, and hence his inferiority. Endowed by 
nature with an unusual if not deep sense for form and 
structure, and with a certain poetical feeling as well, 
Liberale, had he enjoyed the education of a Florentine or 
even a Paduan, would not have been satisfied with the few 
remarkable works that were the accidental fruit of his 
talent, but would have learnt to exploit his gifts system- 
atically, as the scientific miner delves for precious metals, 
and would not have been contented, like a thoughtless 
barbarian, with what he had the luck to find on or near 
the surface. Nor would he have painted, when inspiration 
failed, the feeble and contemptible pictures of his pro- 
longed old age. 

His beginnings were brilliant, for he was scarcely out of 
his teens when he commenced those illuminations which, 
although inferior to Girolamo da Cremona’s, are still 
among the finest of Italian miniatures. They have alert- 
ness of action and extraordinary vigour of colour, while at 
times they all but attain the rare heights of Imaginative 
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Design. Few who have seen them in the Library of the 
Cathedral at Siena will forget the blue-bodied Boreas 
blowing, or the white-turbaned, Klingsor-like priest at an 
altar, or the vision of the Castle St. Angelo. Not long 
after completing them he must have painted, under the 
influence perhaps of Bellini and certainly of Rizzo, his 
most intellectual and most admirable work, the Munich 
“ Piet^.” Despite its over-sinuous contours, betraying the 
miniaturist, and despite its draperies taken heedlessly from 
sculpture, in which art they are intelligible if not beautiful, 
this “ Pieta ” is impressive in feeling and convincing in 
effect. It does not occur to one to question the existence 
of the figures, the reality of their action, or the genuine 
pathos of their expression. Still under Rizzo’s impulse, 
he painted two Sebastians, one now in Berlin and one in 
Milan, which are among the most comely if not the most 
fully realised nudes of their day, figures which, for their 
shortcomings as well as for their virtues, may be com- 
pared with Perugino’s Sebastian in the Louvre. The 
Milan example has for background one of the best present- 
ments in existence of a Venetian canal with its sumptu- 
ous palaces and out-of-door life. Even greater delight in 
architecture, the beauty of its material, its relation to sky 
and landscape, and its decorating subservience to man — 
all those qualities which afterwards played so superb a part 
in Paolo Caliari’s art — are displayed in Liberale’s most 
charming work, his National Gallery “Dido.” On the 
other hand, such a picture as the “ Epiphany ” of the 
Verona Cathedral, while based on Mantegna’s great crea- 
tion in the Uffizi, has something rustic and Tyrolese about 
it, as if a shepherd accustomed to yodelling were trying 
to sing Bach’s Christmas Oratorio. And Liherale’s late 
works prove how little he had submitted himself to the 
serious discipline of the figure arts, for most of them are 
mere rags. 
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We need not linger here over such followers of Liberale as 
Giolfino, with his taste for ugliness occasionally relieved 
by a certain whimsical winsomeness, nor Torbido, who, 
before he was swept away by the deluge brought down 
by Giulio Romano, tasted of the pure springs of Gior- 
gione’s art, and, refreshed by them, painted two or three 
haunting portraits, such as the wistful young man in tlie 
Doria Gallery, or the ivy-crowned youth at Padua. 

The best of Liberale’s pupils was Francesco Caroto, on 
the whole the ablest Veronese painter of his generation. 
A sojourn at Mantua brought him under Mantegna’s 
personal influence, which therefore not only affected him 
more vitally than it had his other townsmen, but prepared 
him to assimilate his own style to that of the more Man- 
tegnesque among them. In him, therefore, the two ten- 
dencies of which we spoke before ran together and fused 
perfectly, while neither lost its qualities. But those quali- 
ties had never been intellectual, nor was Mantegna in his 
last phase the man to give Caroto the discipline he 
required. He lived without it, and with no ideas of his 
own; yet, vaguely aware of their need, he was humbly 
eager to take over Raphael’s or Titian’s, and was even 
ready to copy other people’s designs. 

Caroto was thus, in spirit, little more than an eclectic; 
but, happily for him, the traditional conventions of his 
predecessors still kept firm hold on him, and even when 
he strayed, he never strayed from their colour sense and 
their honest technique. On the contrary, by remaining 
faithful to these, he was able to improve and even extend 
them, and hand them on to become that almost unrivalled 
instrument which Paolo Caliari perfected. 

There is something winningly simple in the comeliness 
of Caroto’s women, as in the “ St. Ursula ” at San Giorgio, 
and in the sturdiness of his men, as in the San Fermo altar- 
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piece. In his landscape there is a haze and a distance, 
and, at times, a mystery suggestive of Leonardo. At his 
rare best, his colour partakes of the harmonies subtilised 
almost into monochrome of the late Titian. 


XIV 

Thus far we have dealt with artists whose mode of visua- 
lisation never broke through the forms created at Padua 
under Donatello’s influence and developed under the in- 
spiration of the Antique by Mantegna. I have spoken in 
Book III, Central Italian Painters, of visualisation, how 
important a part it plays in art, how it is affected by 
success or failure in comprehending the specific problems 
of art, and how the works it produces modify and even 
dictate the way each one of us looks at the visible world. 
I need not repeat what was said there. But here, where 
the treatment is necessarily more historical, for the better 
tinderstanding of what is to follow, I must add, in the 
abbreviated and almost cryptic form required by the 
exiguity of this small book, one or two observations that 
would need as many volumes for their full development 
with commentary and instances. 

During the three centuries from about 1275 to ^ 575 ) 
when Italy created masterpieces deserving universal atten- 
tion, two changes in visualisation took place. At the 
beginning, we discover a method founded on line — first on 
dead line, to which debasement had reduced form, and 
then on ductile, and at times even functional line, which 
revived the attenuated forms, gave tliem contours, and 
lifted them up to the exalted beauty of the early Sienese. 
Under Niccolo Pisano, Arnolfo, and Giotto this linear mode 
of visualising began to give place to the plastic, based 
upon the feeling for planes and the striving for fully real- 
ised substance and solidity. Arrested by the lack of genius 
among the followers of these two pioneers, plastic visualis- 
ing had to await the fifteenth century for its complete 
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triumph. The victory was scarcely achieved when that 
great but unconscious revolutionary, Giovanni Bellini, 
hitherto an adept of the plastic vision, began all at once 
to visualise in still another mode, which, to differentiate 
it from the linear and the plastic, I may call the com- 
mencement of the pictorial mode. This happened because 
he had a revelation of the possibilities of colour. Before 
his day, except in a rudimentary way at Verona, colour, 
no matter how enchanting in its beauty, was a mere orna- 
ment added to the real materials, which were line in the 
fourteenth century, and line filled with light and shade in 
the fifteenth. With B( llini colour began to be the material 
of the painter, the chief if not the sole instrument with 
which his effects were to be produced. Yet Bellini never 
dreamt of abandoning the shapes which the plastic vision 
had evolved; he simply rendered them henceforth with 
colour instead of with line and chiaroscuro; he merely 
gave up the plastic-linear for the plastic-pictorial. 

Now, Bellini’s great followers, Giorgione and Titian, 
were far too intellectual as artists, as well as too firmly 
rooted in a mighty and still recent past to surrender, any 
more than their master did, the fine feeling for form, for 
movement, and for space engendered by the Quattrocento. 
They and their companions and pupils remained still 
within the plastic-pictorial mode of visualising, and never 
reached the purely pictorial — not Tintoretto, nor even 
Bassano. But the Veronese, who started with a certain 
rudimentary sense of their own for colour as material, and 
quickly appreciated Bellini’s revelation, had no continu- 
ous tradition of form, no steadying intellectual purpose, 
and they found it only too easy to drop the plastic element 
and to be purely pictorial. 
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XV 

The first purely pictorial artist in Italy was Caroto’s pupil, 
Domenico Brusasorci — a statement, it must be understood, 
made historically and not at all with intent to praise. By 
no means all Brusasorci’s works, however, show him in 
this light. Most of them, while pleasant and occasionally 
delightful, tell a tale of groping and stumbling, with 
Garoto’s baggage on his back, after Michelangelo and 
Parmigianino, "I'idan and Bonifazio. But in the altar- 
piece at Sant’ Eufemia, in his frescoes at the Bishop’s 
Palace, or those of even less intrinsic merit in the Ridolfi 
Palace at Verona, in certain decorations elsewhere in that 
town and at Trent, and in such portraits as the one in the 
Uffizi, which still passes for the likeness of Giorgione by 
himself, or, better still, in that of a lady, in the collection 
of the late Mr. E. P. Warren, of Lewes, we find a way of 
handling contour, mass, and surface, of grouping and 
co-ordinating, even a dependence upon effects produced 
by actual brushwork, which only seem to us less modern 
than Tiepolo or certain famous painters of to-day because 
of their inevitable cargo of Ginquecento shapes and atti- 
tudes. Brusasorci’s historical importance is therefore of 
the highest order, for, with this new vision resulting from 
the almost complete emancipation of colour from the 
control of plastic form and line, he designed afresh what 
came to hand, much as Giotto and Mantegna had done 
before him, leaving a mode of arrangement and lighting, as 
well as actual compositions, that his successors could take 
over with little or no change.^ 

One may ask why, if he brought in as much newness, he 
is not to be considered as great as Giotto or Mantegna. 

^ It seems less certain now than it did three decades ago that the 
innovator was Brusasorci. Probably it was Paul Veronese. This 
artist’s variety, fecundity, and pictorial mastery still await the 
recognition from our generation that previous centuries never failed 
to give him. 
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The answer is simple. Newness is a very minor considera- 
tion in the world of art. In that world it is the intrinsic 
quality only that counts, and that quality, no matter by 
what materials and w'ith what vision it is obtained, must 
always be l^orm, Movement, and Space harmonised toge- 
ther : and of this harmony Brusasorci was only an inferior 
master. 

His followers, Farinati, Zelotti, and Paolo Caliari, not 
to speak of others like Felice, hLs son, and Bernardino 
India, illustrate the value of the new material and for- 
mulcC in a way that has been repeated perhaps millions 
of times since; for it is their mode of visualising, if any, 
that still reigns in the world of painting. That mode, in 
the hands of genius, serves some of the highest purposes, 
but it affords no assistance whatever to the mediocre. 
These it does not, as did the Giottesque and Quattrocento 
traditions, draw forth, foster, and lead, enabling them to 
produce their best; it arms them with instruments beyond 
their feeble strength to wield; it furnishes them no guid- 
ance, and encourages them to seek for originality when 
they are only capable of anarchy. 

Farinati, despite much excellent work done after the 
pattern of Brusasorci, ended miserably, while Paolo, using 
the same patterns, lifted them by the force of genius into 
that Palace of Art where there are but few mansions, not 
all equal, but all great. I have spoken in Book I, Venetian 
Painters, of Paolo’s career, and here I can but refer to him 
briefly and in connection with his precursors. In a sense, 
although he holds the relation to Brusasorci that Giotto 
held to Cimabue or Mantegna to Squarcione, he is not one 
of the very greatest artists. The lack of intellectual tradi- 
tion in the school that produced him prevented his raising 
himself to the rarest peak of all. But taken as a whole, he 
was as much the greatest master of the pictorial vision as 
Michelangelo was of the plastic, and it may be doubted 
whether, as a mere painter, Paul Veronese has ever been 
surpassed. 
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XVI 

We must turn back a century’ and more to the beginnings 
of the Renaissance in Milan and its dependencies. The art 
of painting must have had every material encouragement 
in a country so flourishing, abounding in opulent towns, 
not wanting in luxurious country gentry, and ruled by 
splendour-loving princes. There seem to have been painters 
enough and to spare, as we may infer from Giovanni da 
Milano’s activity in Florence and Leonardo da Bisuccio’s 
in San Giovanni a Carbonaro at Naples. But the life of 
art must depend upon causes other than those merely 
economic and political, or it would not have to be said 
that Milan and all her lands never produced a painter 
even approaching the first rank. She lacked genius, and 
was therefore always a dependency in matters testhetic. 
In the fourteenth century her painters were provincial 
Giottesques; in the earlier decades of the next century 
they were humble, somewhat quaint followers of Pisanello; 
and the chronicle of Milanese painting for the remainder 
of that century and the first half of the Cinquecento would 
be brief indeed if we withdrew the names of Foppa, Bra- 
man te, and Leonardo. Foppa was a Brescian, trained in 
Padua; Leonardo was a Florentine, and so, in education, 
w'as Bramante. That there was a school of painting in 
Milan during all these years is as undeniable as that there 
was one during the same period in Rome; but it was 
scarcely more indigenous in the one place than in the 
other. 

The most important work of the early Milanese Quattro- 
cento still extant is the compendious cycle of frescoes in 
the Monza Cathedral, recounting the life of Queen Theo- 
dolinda. It is clear that they owe their inspiration to 
Pisanello, and it is interesting to observe how their authors 
have left out the modelling, relaxed the line, and added to 
the prettiness, particularly of the faces. One is almost 
tempted to accuse them of deliberate purpose in making 
away with all that might interfere with prettiness. 
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What is true of these Monza frescoes holds true for the 
entire school of Milan. Prettiness, with its overtones of 
gentleness and sweetness, formed, as it were, the primordial 
substance of Milanese painting. Like an infinite ocean of 
soap-bubbles, it covered even the most salient figures with 
a formless iridescence, while less resisting shapes were dis- 
solved into it as if they were dewdrops upon the shining 
sea. 

If we stop to consider the nature and origin of pretti- 
ness, we shall soon understand why it is a source at once 
of inferiority and of popularity in art. Prettiness is all 
that remains of beauty when the permanent causes of the 
sensation are removed. Beauty is the quality we ascribe to 
things visible, when we realise that they are life-enhancing. 
In the figure arts that quality is the offspring of a perfect 
harmony between tactile values (or form) and movement. 
It finds embodiment in such shapes, attitudes, and compo- 
sitions as enable the artist, with the vision he commands, to 
convey his effect. By themselves, these shapes, attitudes, 
and compositions are mere skins and, like skins, when 
removed from the bodies which grew tlicm, they quickly 
wither, shrivel, and fall to dust. 

The painter who lacks the capacity for tactile values and 
movement, in other words, the painter who has no creative 
talent, is reduced to imitating those who have; for in art 
all shapes, all attitudes, all arrangements are in origin the 
outcome of the life-communicating power. Such an 
artist’s imitation will necessarily be without form and void, 
for could he produce the effect of inner substance and 
vitality, he need not have imitated; it will have the skin 
of beauty without the life. Yet just as the human face at 
the moment when death robs it of the inspiring force and 
sustaining will, may, for an instant, wear its loveliest ex- 
pression, so art, when smoothed out and simplified by the 
subtraction of vital modelling, and relaxed by the with- 
drawal of movement, becomes at that moment most se- 
ductive and alluring. The warmth of vitality, the life of 
life, that created it has not completely left it, while all that 
overwhelmed one, all that was as a Burning Bush, has 
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given way to something quite within one’s grasp, ahnost at 
one’s mercy. 

This is the moment in the decline of art when it neces- 
sarily produces prettiness (hence, by the way, the attrac- 
tiveness of the first-fruits of a decline); and prettiness, 
being what it is, is, for the reasons already given, neces- 
sarily inferior. It is at the same time popular, because it 
is intelligible, even to the point of flattery. 

It follows from what has been said, that prettiness can 
only appear when a given art movement has reached its 
climax, when full-blown beauty has been attained, and so 
consciously enjoyed as to tempt imitation of the apparent 
cause, the mere design or pattern. Prettiness is not easily 
generated by archaic art because, while art is in that 
condition, it is so obviously striving for the realisation of 
form and movement that no imitation can fail to show 
signs of the same zeal, and therefore to f)artake, in no 
matter how feeble a degree, of its excellence. Arehaic art, 
when aped, will result in crudity, in quaintness, in childish 
absurdities, but not in prettiness. When this does appear 
in the midst of archaic art, it may safely be considered as 
a survival from the last phase of finished art, as the Gothic 
prettiness which occasionally shows its bewitching face in 
the midst of all the stern endeavour of the Quattrocento. 

It has been necessary to say these few words about 
prettiness, because the struggles it engaged in with real 
art take up so much of the history of painting at Milan, 
although more, of course, in its later than in its earlier 
phase. 


XVII 

Quattrocento painting in Milan, as we know it at least, 
owed its existence to Vincenzo P'oppa. Although in com- 
position and landscape he occasionally shows traces of 
Pisanellesque training, he got his serious education at 
Padua along with the Bellini, Mantegna, and Tura. His 



achievement, as represented by works that have come 
down to us, is less in quantity and probably also in quality 
than that of his fellows. Yet it may be questioned whether, 
putting Mantegna on one side, Foppa’s native talents were 
inferior to Tura’s or even to the Bellinis’. Had these artists 
suffered his exile from all sources of inspiration, had they 
during their more plastic period been completely deprived 
of stimulating rivalry, they might have stopped where he 
did, or even sooner — as befell Tura, in spite of his later 
start and his close vicinity to Padua and Venice. That 
Foppa’s arrested development was not due to natural 
torpor but to the lack of incentive, may be justly inferred 
from the perspective and the light and space in his 
National Gallery “ Epiphany,” which tell us that, al- 
though he was then over fifty, he was quick to learn of 
Bramante. 

It is even possible to imagine in what direction he might 
have developed under favouring circumstances. He re- 
veals, in his treatment of figures and landscape, a powerful 
grasp of inner substance, but, excepting in architecture 
when painted under Bramante’s influence, a singular indif- 
ference to the precise and sharp definition of surface. As 
perhaps no other master of his time, he tends to soften the 
impact between surface and atmosphere, and his feeling 
for colour is in accord, for he prefers silvery, almost shim- 
mering effects, bordering on monoclirome, to the varie- 
gated tints esteemed by the adepts of utmost definition. 
These few words will suffice to show that Foppa’s instincts 
were not with Mantegna or Tura, but with Giovanni 
Bellini. Under as favourable a start the Brescian might 
have attained to pictorial vision as early as the Venetian, 
or even earlier, for he never, like Bellini, passed through an 
initial phase of intense precision of outline. 

What he did attain, if much less, is still considerable. 
With his profound sense of interior substance he could 
not help having a grandeur of form at times recalling 
Piero della Francesca; and though he lacks the poetry of 
space and shuns rather than courts action, his composi- 
tions are among the most impressive of his century. He is 
never without merit. Even his action, as we must grant 



FOPPA 


219 

while looking at his two “ St, Sebastians ” at Milan, is that 
of a master, and in a work like his Berlin “ Deposition ” 
of a great master. In what other treatment of this subject 
do we find such anticipations of Michelangelo’s noblest 
style? Then his conceptions, like Bellini’s, have a smile of 
tenderness in their severity. Nothing is so near in spirit to 
the Venetian’s Madonnas as some of Fopjpa’s — for ex- 
ample, the one belonging to Prince Trivulzio. His coloui 
schemes, with their pervasive silvery greys and subdued 
greens, are the perfect vehicle for all that he attempts to 
convey. In Northern Italy he ranks, indeed, after Man- 
tegna and the Bellini alone, and his influence was scarcely 
less, for no nook or cranny between Brescia, the Gulf of 
Genoa, and the crest of the Mt. Cenis escaped it. 


XVIII 

We cannot linger over Butinone and Zenale, the first and 
elder of whom seldom rises above the quaintness and 
whimsicality of that attractive little imitator of Donatello 
and Mantegna, Gregorio Schiavone; while the younger 
was sufficiently skilful to be able to graft certain minor 
Leonardesque fruits upon the rugged Foppesque trunk. 
Together they painted a j)olyptych which still lights up 
with sjilendour the sordid market town of Treviglio, where 
both were born. It is, in the main, an offspring of I’oppa’s 
art, but less serious, more pleasing, and, above all, more 
gorgeous. 

The most remarkable of Foppa’s followers was Ambro- 
gio Borgognone — one is templed to say the most remark- 
able native painter of the whole Milanese land. It is true 
that his range is limited, seldom carrying him beyond the 
horizon of his master, and it is also true that he is not 
conspicuous for peculiar excellence in form or movement 
or space-composition. Nor is he altogether free from the 
feebleness of the imitator, and from the prettiness which, 
in his later years, was deluging his country. But he has 
left us one of the most restrained, most profound, and most 
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refined expressions in art of genuine piety. Were Christian 
piety the real source of the pleasure that religious people 
take in painting, they would greatly prefer Borgognone to 
their actual favourites, Fra Angelico, or Francia, or Peru- 
gino. But they are attracted consciously by the sweetness 
of type in all these masters, and unconsciously by the 
charm of line and colour in Angelico, the cool, green 
meadows of Francia, and the space harmonies of Perugino. 
The Milanese is not so appealing on any of these grounds; 
nevertheless, besides being a rare and noble Illustrator, he 
was all but a great painter. 

As a painter, he came perhaps as near as was possible 
for a man firmly fixed in habits of plastic visualising to 
being a Renaissance Whistler. He had Whistler’s passion 
for harmonics of tone, and synthetised, abbreviated, sym- 
bolised drawing. Such drawing could scarcely assert itself 
against the plastic sturdiness of his figures in altar-pieces, 
nor yet (although somewhat more) when he was putting in 
a set landscape; but in the glimpses he gives of city streets, 
of stretches of canal, of rural bits, and at times in quite 
small figures, his taste was more free to follow its bent. He 
then reminds one, as no other Italian, of the exquisite 
American. At Nantes there is an ideal harmony in grey, 
blue, and black that the modern artist could not easily 
have surpassed. 


XIX 

With Borgognone the Foppesque tradition in the Milan- 
ese disappeared. But, long before his death, it had put 
forth in Brescia, its founder’s native town, a branch des- 
tined to extend it to its utmost limits, and to cany it over 
into the new horizons of pictorial vision, for which, from 
the first, it seemed so well adapted. Here, for the present, 
we must leave it, until we complete our tale of Milanese 
painting. 

We turn back to the beginning of the last quarter of 
the fifteenth century, when Foppa’s style had not yet com- 
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pletely conquered the field. At that moment it received 
reinforcement from Bramantc, who came to stay for 
many years in Milan. It may be questioned whether his 
influence upon Lombard architecture was wholly benefi- 
cent, seeing that his own forms were already so far ad- 
vanced as to invite imitation and prettiness rather than 
solid comprehension, and thus acted there like a dissolvent, 
as Leonardo’s art did to a much gi’cater degree in his own 
domain of painting. Yet it is certain that in that domain 
too Bramante, though playing much less of a part, had an 
influence very significant and almost wholly for good. It 
could not be otherwise, for Foppa’s problems were still his 
problems, w'hilc he brought to bear upon them one of the 
most soaring intellects of the age, developed under its most 
advanced and severest teaching. 

As a figure artist we must rather infer him from certain 
Central Italian elements in the pictures of his followers 
than actually know him in his own works. Although he 
practised sculpture, painting, and even engraving, it seems 
clear that it was generally in subordination to architecture, 
if not actually dictated by it. Yet the few paintings that 
remain reveal a decorator in the most serious sense of the 
word, with heroic types, statuesque in pose, grand in 
form, and magnificent in movement, closely allied in spirit 
and pattern to those of Piero della Francesca and his 
pupils, Melozzo, Signorelli, and Bartolommeo della 
Gatta. Bramante must, however, have painted relatively 
litde, or his influence on this art would be much more per- 
ceptible than it is. Although it doubtless extended to 
Zenale and others, its main channel was Bramantino. 
Through him it spread in due measure over the later 
stretches of Milanese painting, fecundating perhaps the 
best elements in the art of Luini and Gaudenzio. 

But as we might expect from one following close upon 
the footsteps of a master whose chief interest was another 
craft, Bramantino, in spite of such excellent attempts at 
serious treatment of form as are seen in General del 
Mayno’s “Christ,” soon sank to a formlessness meticu- 
lously devoid of substance, and a flimsiness the contemp- 
tible effects of which it takes all his fascination to dispel. 
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Fascinating, however, he remains. In the first place, he 
inherited from his artistic forebears something of the 
poetic madness of the Umbro-Tuscans which all his native 
Milanese instincts for prettiness could not squander and 
bring to naught. At times he is positively captivating, as 
in the Brera fresco of the “ Madonna and Angels,” or the 
Locarno “ Flight into Egypt.” His types retain something 
of Melozzo’s grandeur, while anticipating much of Parmi- 
gianino’s or Rosso’s sensitiveness. Then, as Bramante’s 
pupil, he had an exquisite feeling for architectural pro- 
files, so that in truth many of his pictures would lose 
nothing except the massing of the general arrangement if 
the figures were absent. His practice of lighting as much 
as possible from below, and his fondness for poetical 
contrasts of light and shade, complete the impression of a 
style that is seductive for all its frequent intrinsic inferior- 
ity. If we seek for a groundwork of serious figure art in 
such works as the Layard “ Adoration of the Magi ” (now 
in the London National Gallery), or the already mentioned 
“ Flight,” we meet with disappointment; but they have 
something irresistibly winning — like the airs in Berlioz’s 
Enfance du Christ. 


XX 

The rest of Renaissance painting in the Milanese is 
grouped around the artist who so determined its character 
and shaped its cour.se that it has ever since been known as 
his school — the school of Leonardo da Vinci — ^while its 
finest products have commonly passed for his own. 

When towards 1485 that most gifted of Florentines 
settled in Milan, he was little over thirty; and, although 
he had behind him his “ Epiphany,” the least quaint and 
most intellectual design produced in the Christian world 
up to that date, although he had already passed out of the 
region Mantegna held as his demesne and beyond the tasks 
its dwellers had set themselves, he had not yet reached his 
full growth. He still clung to many of the mere impedi- 
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mcnta handed on to him by Verrocchio; he still had to 
find his way to perfect freedom. It will scarcely be main- 
tained that the road thither lay through the streets of 
Milan, and it may be questioned whether Leonardo would 
have found it at all if he had not returned to Florence. 
One even wonders whether, if he had never left his own 
city, he would not have attained to a much greater eman- 
eijjation of his real self, and attained it much sooner; and 
one may well deplore that he was so long exiled from the 
focus of the arts, to its loss, to his own loss, and to the 
loss of beauty for ever. Imagine what might have been if 
he had had for pujiils, or at least for followers, Michel- 
angelo and Andrea del Sarto, instead of Ambrogio da 
Predis and Boltraffio ! But he passed his best years in 
Lombardy, perhaps not unaffected by the pervasive passion 
for prettiness. Even a Leonardo was scarcely the better 
for having to paint the court beauties of that subtle sen- 
sualist, Ludovico il Moro. As the reward for everything is 
more of the same thing, these clients probably increased 
their demands with every revelation the mighty genius con- 
descended to make of a loveliness hitherto perceived pas- 
sionately but vaguely, Leonardo was thus, despite him- 
self, an accomplice in chief in the conspiracy for pretti- 
ness; for if his sovereign art could illumine with beauty 
even the prettiest woman, this was quite beyond the reach 
of ordinary men, his scholars. Considerations of this kind 
may perhaps account for Leonardo’s almost too great 
attention to the head, and for his carrying facial expression 
perilously close to the brink of the endurable : they may 
also account for the fact that never, during his long resi- 
dence in Milan, did he find a full opportunity for exercis- 
ing his highest gift, his mastery over movement. 

If Leonardo was not the better for Milan, it may be 
maintained that neither was Milan the better for Leo- 
nardo. In the face of the productions of Predis, Boltraffio, 
Gesare da Sesto, Gianpietrino, Solario, Oggiono, Luini, 
Sodoma, and others, it may sound paradoxical to doubt 
that Leonardo’s long abode w'as clear gain for the school. 
But most of these productions are of small intrinsic value. 
The only serious interest attached to them is that they 



224 LEONARDO AT MILAN 

record ideas of the master’s; their chief attraction is that 
they record these ideas in terms so easy to grasp and re- 
member that, like mnemonic jingles, they flatter the most 
commonplace minds. Take away Leonardo’s share in these 
compositions, and you have taken away nearly all that 
gave them worth. We are grateful to these Lombards for 
preserving designs of the Florentine only as we are to 
disciples who have preserved sayings of Sages too absorbed 
or too indifferent to record them with their own hands. It 
is possible, however, that these Milanese painters, if left to 
their natural develoj)ment, would have been capable of an 
utterance of their own not altogether without import. 
Perhaps if the great Etrurian lord had not reduced them 
to slave amanuenses, these secondary artists, stimulated 
by germane Venetian influences, would have developed 
out of Foppa’s tradition a school of painting like the 
Brescian, but of wider range and longer breath; and it is 
not inconceivable that it would have cuhninated in an 
artist more like Veronese than like Luini. 

Notoriously enslaving are minds more developed and 
ideas more advanced than one’s own. I’he only conditions 
upon which they may do us good, forming better habits 
and leaching better methods, arc patient submission and 
well-nigh endless imitation. But while we remain in this 
probationary stage, to the extent that we succeed in 
becoming copies of someone else, we are more interesting 
morally than aesthetically. Nor is it otherwise in the arts. 
The temporary effect of contact between the man who 
has solved most of the problems of his profession and the 
one who has solved only a few, is to make the latter throw 
up his problems altogether and abandon himself to imitat- 
ing what he can — the obvious. In the domain of the 
figure arts, the obvious appears as shape, as silhouette, as 
smile. These are copied to the best of the imitator’s 
ability, until the day when he understands just what, in 
terms of art, they mean : and that day frequently fails to 
dawn. 
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XXI 

Leonardo’s first effect on Milan was slight. Except in the 
most superficial way, it was felt solely by his few assistants 
and pupils. It may have been tliat he painted only for 
the Court and its connections, and remained almost un- 
known to others; or that the local craftsmen were not 
ready to value his merits. For his first stay of fifteen years 
or more, if he had never come back, would have left 
relatively faint traces. It was only upon his return after a 
long absence that he exerted his prodigious, perchance 
disastrous influence. There had been time for the enthu- 
siasm of his rare adherents, backed up by reports of his 
instantaneous triumph in Florence, to draw the attention 
of their companions to his greatness, and to bring all the 
young to his feet. 

I.,conardo’s earlier followers at Milan were not only 
fewer in numbers than his later ones, but less enslaved. 
They had known other masters, and had already formed 
habits that were hard to get over. Furthermore, he him- 
self was still seeking, and although he was so close to per- 
fection, he had not yet attained it. There was thus no 
finished product to entice them. If they imitated him at 
all, they had also to imitate something of his endeavour, 
and their work was necessarily the more vital for it. He 
was, for instance, constantly striving for that subtler and 
subtler intensification of modelling by means of light and 
shade which he finally attained in his “ Monna Lisa”; 
and some serious reflection of this striving is found occa- 
sionally in Predis and Boltraffio, but almost never in the 
younger generation, despite their showy high finish. It 
was no doubt due to this more intimate acquaintance with 
Leonardo’s methods that Predis was able to execute a copy 
like his National Gallery “ Virgin of the Rocks,” so much 
closer to the original than any copies of the ” Last 
Supper ” made by the more glib imitators of the younger 
generation. 

I.P.R. P 
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But even these early followers, who have left us so many 
straightforwzird, dignified portraits of men, also fell into 
mere prettiness when they attempted to follow the master 
in the portrayal of charming women and peach-faced boys. 
Predis, the painter of the Poldi profile of Francesco Brivio, 
all mind and character, could sink to the gipsy prettincss of 
the “ Girl with Cherries ” in New York ; and Boltraffio, 
from the sturdiness of the male bust in the late Dr. Friz- 
zoni’s collection at Milan, to the sugariness of the women’s 
heads in the choir of S. Maurizio, or of efifeminate lads 
like his youthful Saviours and St. Sebastians. Even Ma- 
donnas, probably executed on the designs of the master, 
and replete with his fascination, like those of the Poldi 
and National Gallery, Boltraffio contrives to spoil with 
sugar and perfume. It was unavoidable : for Leonardo’s 
heads of women and children had a tendency to sweetness 
which was kept down by the exercise of his sovereign 
power over form, but which was bound to assert itself 
directly that power was lacking. 

It was much worse with those pupils who came under 
Leonardo when, returning to Milan, too busy to teach 
them in earnest, employing them as executants rather than 
scholars, he had completely perfected his art, and created 
types as incapable of further intensification as are his 
“ Monna Lisa ” and the heads in his “ Madonna with St. 
Anne.” Every attempt to reproduce them was bound, 
except in the hands of another Leonardo, to end in mere 
prettiness. And this perhaps wholly accidental result was 
unhappily only too welcome : once revealed it was bound 
to increase. By its own momentum, as it were, it would 
tend to greater and greater sweetness. It would absorb 
all interest, and end in sickliness, affectation, or sheer 
vulgarity, as so frequently it did in Gianpietrino, Cesare 
da Sesto, and Sodoma. 

We Europeans, even when not aware of it, hold to our 
own individuality, and can never be content with merely 
copying our masters, however great they may be. Accord- 
ingly, when once the form has dropped out of a beautiful 
and significant face, how will the secondary artist assert 
his own individuality if not by making the face prettier 



PUETTINESS IN ART 


227 

and more expressive than the one he is imitating? Not 
only is there no other course, but this one is popular and 
remunerative. Yet that way lies Avernus, from which, 
proverbially, the return is not easy. 

But why, one may ask, are prettiness and expression not 
sources of artistic enjoyment? The answer is that mere 
prettiness appeals, not to those ideated sensations which 
are art’s real province, but directly to the head, to the 
heart, and to less noble parts of us; and appeals as actual- 
ity, not as art. The admirers of a pretty woman in a 
picture regard her with Stendhal’s eyes as the promise of 
the same face in real life — it cannot be otherwise, since 
living prettiness is so overwhelmingly attractive. Pretti- 
ness is thus little more than a pictograph, and is scarcely 
an art quality at all, seeing that the figure arts have for 
their materials the only elements that in vision can cause 
direct life enhancement — form, movement, space, and 
colour — and of these prettiness is practically independent. 

Expression is the twin sister of prettiness. Of course I 
do not refer to the unconscious mirroring in the face of 
the entire body’s action. That is permissible, and may have 
independent quality as Illustration, although the greater 
the art the more careful is it not to let this quality get out 
of hand. But I mean the expression which in actual life 
we connect with the emotions, and which is reproduced 
for the value it has there. In art it can have little or no 
intrinsic merit, for all such merit accrues from tactile 
values and from action and their harmonies, while the 
muscles concerned with the subtle facial transformations 
required, for emotional expression have little if any system- 
atic eflfect upon us, and the ideation of their play can have 
but the faintest direct life-communicating power. 

Besides these specifically artistic reasons, there is at least 
one other, of a more general but important order, against 
emotional expression in art. It is this. Directly expression 
surpasses its visible cause — the action manifested by the 
figures — we are inevitably led to seek for the cause of it in 
sources beyond and outside the work of art. The aesthetic 
moment — that too brief but most exquisite ecstasy when 
we and the work of art are one — is prevented from arriv- 
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ing; for the object of vision, instead of absorbing our 
entire attention as if it were a complete universe, and 
permitting us to enjoy the feeling of oneness with it, drives 
us back on curiosity and afield for information, setting 
up within us a host of mental activities hostile to the pure 
enjoyment of art. 

And if all this be true of figures and whole composi- 
tions, it is much more true of single heads. In the best art 
tlie head alone is but a limited vehicle for expression, and 
great art has always been perfectly aware of these limita- 
tions, making a point, it would seem, of giving the face, 
when presented alone, its most permanent aspect. But 
such treatment requires genius on the part of the pro- 
ducer, and natural as well as cultivated appreciation on 
the part of his public. The ordinary craftsman must 
exercise such functions as he has, and, standing at the 
level of the masses, he produces what they crave for, pic- 
tures that communicate information and promises, instead 
of life and beatitude. 


XXII 

Enough perhaps has been said to justify my want of enthu- 
siasm for such bewitching Leonardesque heads as the 
" Belle Colombine “ of Leningrad, and to prepare the 
reader for my estimate of Luini, Sodoma, Gaudenzio Fer- 
rari, and Andrea Solario. 

Luini is always gentle, sweet, and attractive. It would 
be easy to form out of his works a gallery of fair women, 
charming women, healthy yet not buxom, and all lovely, 
all flattering our deepest male instincts by their seeming 
appeal for support. In his earlier years, under the inspira- 
tion of the fancy-laden Bramantino, he tells a biblical or 
mythological tale with freshness and pleasing reticence. As 
a mere painter, too, he has, particularly in his earlier 
frescoes, warm harmonies of colour and a careful finish 
that is sometimes not too high. 

But he is the least intellectual of famous painters, and. 
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for that reason, no doubt, the most boring. How tired one 
gets of the same ivory check, the same sweet smile, the 
same graceful shape, the same uneventfulness. Nothing 
ever happens ! There is no movement; no hand grasps, no 
foot stands, no figure offers resistance. No more energy 
passes from one atom to another than from grain to grain 
in a rope of sand. 

Luini could never have been even dimly aware that 
design, if it is to rise above mere orderly representation, 
must be based on the possibilities of form, movement, and 
space. Such serious problems seem, as I have said, to have 
had slight interest for any of Leonardo’s pupils, either 
because the pictures the master executed at Milan offered 
insufficient examples, or because the scholars lacked the 
intelligence to comprehend them. Certainly Marco 
d’Oggiono’s attempts encourage the conclusion that the 
others did well to abstain. But the subtlety of Leonardo’s 
modelling, at least, Luini could not resist; and as he had 
little substance to refine upon, he ended with such chromo- 
lithographic finish as, to name one instance out of many, 
in the National Gallery “ Christ among the Doctors.” His 
indeed was the skill to paint the lily and adorn the rose, 
but in serious art he was helpless. Consider the vast 
anarchy of his world-renowned Lugano “ Crucifixion ” ; 
every attempt at real expression ends in caricature. His 
frescoes at Saronno are like Perugino’s late works, without 
their all-compensating space effects. 

Sodoma, the most gifted of Leonardo’s followers, is not 
a great artist, but at his best he half persuades us that, 
with severe intellectual training, he might have been one. 
It is possible that he lacked only education and character 
to become another Raphael. He obviously had as keen a 
sense of beauty, and he was as ready to appreciate and to 
attempt to appropriate the highest achievement of others 
— ^provided it was not too intellectual. But he had neither 
the initial training nor the steady application to master 
the fundamental problems, and it is significant that while 
he was for years in Rome and imitated Raphael, there is 
no trace in his numerous paintings of any acquaintance 
with Michelangelo. 
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The bulk of his work is lamentable. No form, no serious 
movement, and, finally, not even lovely faces or pleasant 
colour; and of his connection with Leonardo no sign, 
unless the slap-dash, unfunctional light and shade be a 
distorted consequence of the great master’s purposeful 
chiaroscuro. 

Gaudenzio seems to have been less than his fellows 
under the direct influence of Leonardo or his works. He 
was by temperament an energetic mountaineer, with a 
certain coarse strength and forcefulness. His earliest paint- 
ings, the Scenes from the Passion at Varallo, are provincial 
but pretty miniatures on a large scale. Prettiness gained 
on him at Milan, but never quite conquered a certain 
crude sense for reality, which, when it reasserted itself, 
permitted him to produce works with a curious breath of 
Rubens about them, like his frescoes at Vercelli. 

Solario was by training almost as much a Venetian as a 
I.eonardesque Milanese. His magnificent National Gal- 
lery “Portrait of a Senator” recalls Antonello, Alvise 
Vivarini, and Gentile Bellini; and even his Louvre “Car- 
dinal d’Amboise” is more Venetian that Milanese. But 
the bulk of his work is only too obviously Lombard. Yet, 
for all his high porcelain finish, for all his prettiness, for 
all his too long sustained smile, he is neither so lifeless nor 
so stereotyped as Luirii. It is harder to forget a youthful 
delight in his Louvre “ Vierge au Coussin Vert ” than to 
renounce almost any other early enthusiasm for paintings 
of this school. How they enhanced one’s dream of fair 
women, all these painters so distasteful now; how they 
guided desire and flattered hope ! Youth still looks at them 
with the same eyes, and from their Elysian seats they 
smile down upon me with the words : “ It is for the Young 
that we worked — what do you here?”^ 

’ Wliat has just been said of Luini, Gianpietrino, and Sodoma 
applies equally to the two Castilian Ferrandos, one surnamed 
Yanez and the other de Llanos, who painted the copious reredos of 
Valencia Cathedral. They are at least as Milanese as Cesare da 
Sesto. 
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XXIII 

Before turninfr east to Brescia, where, as I have already 
said, Foppa’s tradition found its final development, we 
must glance for an instant westwards. It has been re- 
marked before that this master’s influence made itself felt 
to the shores of the Mediterranean, and to the crests of 
the Mt. Genis. But as it passed over Piedmont, it en- 
countered the last waves of Franco-Flemish tradition, and 
drove them back, not, however, without losing part of its 
own Italian character and itself acquiring something of 
the Northern. To the historian, this encounter and 
mingling of art forms, and all that it implies in the state 
of mind of the artist, should constitute an important and 
even delightful field of study. But we must content our- 
selves with a word regarding the completest product of this 
movement, Defendente Ferrari. 

Were we to treat him as a serious artist, the fourth rank 
might be too high for him, for he has none of the qualities 
essential to the figure arts. But he disarms criticism by 
naively abandoning all claims to them, and he even 
inveigles us, for the twinkling of an eye, into disregarding 
their existence. He gives us pleasant flat patterns with 
pleasant flat colour, put on like enamel or lacquer, some- 
times with jewel-like brilliance. Into these bright arab- 
esques he weaves the outlines of pious, quasi-Flemish 
Madonnas, and occasionally the clean-cut profile of a 
donor — one of those profiles that even the humblest I^om- 
bards struck off so well. I recollect a grand triptych, 
gorgeous in gilt, with a Gothic canopy daintily carved, and 
in the midst the Blessed Virgin, the .silhouette of a tender 
Flemish Madonna, with the Child caressingly held in her 
arms, as she floats in space with the crescent moon at her 
feet; and I confess that the memory of this picture fills 
me with a greater desire to revisit it than do many far 
more ambitious and even more admirable works. Defen- 
dente, living, like Crivelli, out of the current of ideas, 



■232 SCHOOL OF BRESCIA 

developed, like that enchanting Venetian, although on the 
most modern lines, the purely decorative side of his art. 
In trutli, painting is a term that covers many independent 
arts; and this little Piedmontese master practised one of 
them. Its relation to the great bulk of art is not unlike that 
of monumental brass to sculpture : and we prefer a good 
brass to a poor piece of sculpture. 


XXIV 

Foppa’s real successors, those who carried to their logical 
conclusion his tendency to greyish silvery harmonies of 
colour and a plastic-pictorial vision, were his own country- 
men, the Brescians. We shall not delay over Civerchio and 
Ferramola, for the one is too shadow^’ and the other too 
insignificant a figure, but hasten on to their pupils, Rornan- 
ino and Moretto. In spite of their faults — ^and they are 
many — it is a pleasure to turn from the later Milanese, 
with their mere surface colour and their merely plastic 
light and shade, to these Brescians, less talented, perhaps, 
but left free to unfold their own character under the 
genial influences of Venice. While speaking of Foppa, we 
noted how much he had in common with Bellini; we 
observed the same feeling for inner substance, and the 
same inclination to let this substance melt gradually, as it 
were, into the circumambient atmosphere, losing nothing 
of its own consistency, yet not ending abruptly as if 
imprisoned witliin a razor-edged outline. His followers 
were naturally ready to understand all the advances made 
on that road by Giambellino, and perfected by his pupils, 
Giorgione and Titian. Consequently, in a sense, Moretto, 
Romanino, and their companions, whom political and 
social conditions submitted to the domination of Venice, 
were all but Venetians in their art. What distinguished 
them from the islanders was, in the first place, the Fop- 
pesque heritage of grey, silvery, ratlicr sombre tone, aiid 
then that inferiority in draughtsmanship and that want of 
intellectual purpose always to be expected from depen- 
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dants and provincials, which resulted in great inequality 
of output. On the other hand, they were not behind the 
best Venetians in a command over the imaginative moods, 
particularly of the solemn yet reconciling and even inspir- 
ing kind, produced by the play of light and colour. It is 
this, in fact, which almost gives some few of their works 
a place in the world’s great art. 

Romanino was the older, the more facile, the cleverer, 
but also, for all his brilliancy, the more unrestrained and 
provincial, in spite of having been so much exposed to 
Giorgione’s influence that more than one picture of his, 
moulded by that influence, is still attributed to Giorgione 
himself, or to Titian. His altar-pieces, as a rule, are too 
rich and fiery in tone, and his best qualities appear only in 
fresco. There, however, he carries one away on the wings 
of his wafting ease, his fresh, clean colour, his unpreten- 
tious yet frequently happy design. Delightful indeed are 
the sunny colonnades of the castle at Trent, where 
Romanino’s frescoes, with much of the flimsiness, have still 
more of the delicious colour of gorgeous butterflies float- 
ing in the limpid spring atmosphere ! Delightful, again, 
is it in passing along fragrant Bergamask lanes to stop 
and enjoy the easy grandeur and charming dignity of his 
paintings in the open-air shrine at Villongo ! 

Moretto, the fellow-pupil of Romanino, is the nearest 
approach to a great artist among his exact contemporaries 
in Northern Italy outside Venice, and even if we include 
Venice he is more than able to hold his own with men like 
Paris Bordone and Bonifazio. He has left, it is true, no 
such record of the all but realised Renaissance dream of 
life’s splendour and joy as they have done with their 
“Fisherman and Doge” and “Rich Man’s Feast.” His 
colour is not so gay, and at his worst he sinks perhaps even 
lower than they, but he is much more of a draughtsman 
and of a poet, and consequently more of a designer. 
Thanks to these gifts, when Moretto is at his best, his 
figures stand and grasp, their limbs have weight, their 
torsos substance; and, even when these merits are less 
conspicuous, we can forgive him many a shortcoming for 
the sake of the shimmer, the poetic gravity of his colour, 
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shot through as it is with light and shade. He had, besides, 
unusual gifts of expression, and a real sense of the spiritu- 
ally significant. It is therefore not surprising to find that, 
although he has left no such irresistible works as Bordone’s 
and Bonifazio’s two masterpieces, he has produced more 
truly admirable designs, more genuine portraits, and finer 
single heads. His “ St. Justina,” now at Vienna, is one of 
the heroic creations of Italy, with something almost of 
Antique grandeur and directness. Only less remarkable 
in its simplicity of expression and largeness of design is the 
picture in the pilgrimage church of Paitone, representing 
the apparition of the Madonna to a peasant boy; and 
worthy of a place beside it is the fresco at Brescia, wherein 
we see an ancient hermit beholding the Queen of Heaven 
rising out of a burning bush. Wonderful as illustration is 
his so-called “ Elijah Waked by an Angel ” (in San Giov- 
anni Evangelista), which is really a highly poetical land- 
scape, in the foreground of which we see two grand 
figures that we might easily mistake for the sleeping 
Centaur Chiron mounted by Victory. In quite another 
phase he takes a more purely mundane complexion, and in 
a work like the “ Christ at the Pharisee’s,” in S. Maria 
della Pieta at Venice, he anticipates, as no other, the 
handling of similar themes by Paolo Veronese. As for 
Moretto’s portraits, I will mention but one, the “ Ecclesi- 
astic ” at Munich, but that one not easily outmatched : 
as character penetratingly perceived and frankly presented, 
as design simplicity itself, and as colour a perfect har- 
mony in dark, soft, twilight greys. 

Moretto had for pupil Moroni, the only mere portrait 
painter that Italy has ever produced. Even in later times, 
and in periods of miserable decline, that country. Mother 
of the arts, never had a son so uninventive, nay so palsied, 
directly the model failed him. His altar-pieces are pitiful 
shades or scorched copies of his master’s, and the one 
exception proves the rule, for the “ Last Supper ” at 
Romano is only redeemed from the stupidest mediocrity 
by the portrait-like treatment of some of the heads. But 
even with the model before him, Moroni seldom attained 
to his master’s finest qualities as a painter; and while it is 
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true that some of his work is distinguished with difficulty 
from Moretto’s, it is only from the master’s less happy 
achievements. Moroni is at once hotter and colder in 
colour than Moretto, totally wanting that artist’s poetry 
of light, and seldom if ever approaching his cool, grave 
tones. As a draughtsman, on the other hand, he is scarcely 
inferior; and in his pre-eminent masterpiece, the National 
Gallery “ Tailor,” there are form and action better than 
Moretto’s best. 

We must judge Moroni, then, as a portrait painter pure 
and simple; although even here his place is not with the 
highest. His teacher’s masterpiece, the “ Ecclesiastic ” we 
have just described, inevitably suggests Velazquez. It has 
design and style, and is lifted up into universal relations, 
bearing the honour with simplicity. Moroni gives us the 
sitters no doubt as they looked, with poses that either were 
characteristic or the ones they wished to assume. But, 
with the possible exception of the “Tailor,” the result is 
rather an anecdote than an exemplar of humanity. These 
people of his are too uninterestingly themselves. I’hey 
find parallels not in Titian and Velazquez and Rembrandt, 
but in the Dutchmen of the second class. Moroni, if he 
were as brilliant, would remind us of Frans Hals. 


XXV 

Scarcely less Venetian than the Brescians were the later 
Ferrarese; and the ablest of them before Correggio, the 
only one who need occupy us here, Dosso Dossi, owed 
everything that gives him consideration to Giorgione and 
Titian. As a figure artist in any serious sense he merits no 
attention. His drawing is painfully slipshod, his model- 
ling puffy and hollow; but he must have been richly 
endowed by nature with a feeling for poetic effects of 
light and colour, and he caught something of Giorgione’s 
haunting magic. As a romantic Illustrator he has few 
rivals. He painted with the same ease, the same richness 
of tone, the same glamour, and the same drollery as his 
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friend Ariosto wrote. There is as little inner substance in 
the paintings of the one as there is its literary equivalent, 
character, in the poems of the other, but in both the tex- 
ture is too gorgeous and too fascinating to permit a sober 
thought. So we look spellbound at Dosso’s Circes absorbed 
in their incantations, and are lost in the maze of his allur- 
ing lights. His landscapes evoke the morning hours of 
youth, and moods almost mystically rapt. The figures 
convey passion and mystery. His pictures may not be 
looked at too long or too often, but when you do come 
into their presence, for an enchanted moment, you will 
breathe the air of fairyland. 


XXVI 

It is easy to trace Correggio’s art back to some of its 
sources. To begin with, there were his earliest masters, 
Costa and Francia, and afterwards, at Mantua, the wealth 
of Mantegna’s works, besides personal contact with Dosso 
and perhaps Caroto. Venice also cast her spell upon him, 
not improbably through Lotto and Palma; and finally 
came acquaintance, no matter how indirect, with the de- 
signs of Raphael and Michelangelo. But it is obvious that 
these various rivulets tapped from rolling rivers did not, 
by merely combining, constitute the delicious stream which 
we know as Correggio. The same influences doubtless 
spread in the same region over others without such result. 
He alone had genius; and he offers a rare instance of its 
relative independence. A Michelangelo was perhaps inevit- 
able in Florence, a Raphael in Umbria, a Titian in 
Venice, but not a Correggio in the petty principalities of 
the Emilia. His appearance in those uninspiring sur- 
roundings was a miracle. 

His time had no greater right to him than his birth- 
place; for by temperament he was a child of the French 
eighteenth century. As is attested by the universal enthu- 
siasm he then inspired, it is in tliat seductive period that 
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his genius would have found its friendliest environment, 
both as an Illustrator and as a Decorator — and few have 
lived in whom these two elements of art coincided more 
exactly. 

I’he more one reflects upon the art of the epoch known 
as the Eighteenth Century, the more must one concede its 
distinguishing trait to have been its sensitiveness to the 
charm of mere Femininity. The Greeks of course felt this 
charm, and expressed it in many a terra-cotta figurine 
which still survives to delight us. Then many centuries 
intervened during which the charm of femininity remained 
unrecorded, and until the eighteenth century there was no 
change, except for one beam that yet sufficed to light up 
the whole sky. That beam was Correggio. None of his 
contemporaries, older or younger, expressed it, not even 
his closest follower, Parmigianino, in whom charm was 
quickly lost in elegance. Giorgione felt the beauty of 
womanhood, Titian its grandeur, Raphael its noble sweet- 
ness, Michelangelo its sibyUine and Pythian possibilities, 
Paul Veronese its health and magnificence; but none of 
them, and no artist elsewhere in Europe for generations 
to come, devoted his career to communicating its charm. 

Assuming that a sensitiveness to the charm of femininity 
was Correggio’s distinguishing trait, let us see whether it 
offers the key to his successes and failures as an artist. 
Before approaching this inquiry, we must get acquainted 
with his qualities and faults, in order to be able to dis- 
tinguish what he could do best, what he could do less well, 
and what not at all. If we compare his merits and short- 
comings with those of his great contemporaries, and parti- 
cularly with those of Raphael, his cousin in art descent, 
we shall find that Correggio displays less feeling for the 
firmness of inner substance than any of them, even 
Raphael. Both these painters made a bad start in a school 
where form had not been a severe and intellectual pur- 
suit; but the latter, at the right moment, underwent the 
training that Florence then could give, while the former 
had nothing sterner in the way of education tlian the 
example of Mantegna’s maturer works. On the other 
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hand, Correggio was a much finer and subtler master of 
movement : his contours are soft and flowing as only in 
the most exquisite achievements of eighteenth-century 
painting; his action, at the best, is unsurpassable, as in the 
“ Danae,” with her arm resting on the pillow and Cupid’s 
legs clinging to the couch; in the “ Leda,” with the swan’s 
neck gliding over her bosom; in the Budapest Madonna, 
with the Child’s arm lying over her breast; or in the 
“ Antiope,” with her arm resting on the ground. Yet for 
all his superiority, his movement seldom counts as in 
Raphael, and his form, inferior as it is, is even less effec- 
tive than, on its merits, it should be. In both cases the 
fault is not specific but intellectual. Correggio lacked 
self-restraint and economy. Possessing a supreme com- 
mand over movement, he squandered it like a prodigal, 
rioted with it, and sometimes almost reduced it to tricks 
of prestidigitation, as in his famous “ Assumption of the 
Virgin.” He thereby practically defeated the purpose of 
the figure arts, which is to enhance the vital functions by 
communicating ideated sen.sations of substance and action. 
To produce that effect the figure must be presented with 
such clearness that we shall apprehend it more easily and 
swiftly than in real life, with the resulting sense of height- 
ened capacity. Now no work of art meriting attention 
could be less well fitted to realise this purpose than the 
fresco in tlie Parma Cathedral. Instead of quickened per- 
ception, this confused mass of limbs, draperies, and clouds, 
wherein we peer painfully to descry the form and move- 
ment, gives us quite as much trouble and is consequently 
quite as life-diminishing as a similar spectacle in reality. 
And as actuality it is scarcely superior to those modern 
round dances, where the changing groups of interlaced 
whirling figures leave nothing for the tired eyes of the 
onlooker to rest ujion. How much it is a failure in economy 
and not in specific gift, is illustrated by the “ Ganymede ” 
at Vienna. The eye contemplates this figure with caress- 
ing delight, as it floats over the hill-tops; and yet it is 
nothing but the exact transfer of one of the figures from a 
pendentive under the “ Assumption.” Although one of the 
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least confused parts of that whole work, and relatively 
well placed, this figure of a boy needed isolation — and iso- 
lation only — to become a masterpiece of imaginative de- 
sign. If it be realised that many of the figures thus isolated 
would become equally triumphant, Correggio’s reckless 
and fabulous extravagance may be appreciated. 

This fatal facility in the presentation of movement 
accounts for his obvious faults, his attitudinising and 
nervous restlessness, as well as for the showman’s gestures 
that disgrace his later altar-pieces. Everybody must be 
doing something, even when least to the point, whether as 
Illustration or Decoration, although of course such a 
genius would finally twist pattern around to serve his 
master passion. A good example is the impish boy in the 
Parma “ Madonna with St. Jerome,” who is making a face 
as he smells the Magdalen’s vase of ointment ! We may go 
farther, and ascribe to the same cause Correggio’s distaste 
for everything static, which almost amounts to saying for 
everything monumental. Obliged by the traditions of art 
in his day to attempt the monumental in the architectural 
settings of his altar-pieces, he created, or at least fore- 
shadowed the Baroque. Left quite to himself, he might 
very well have plunged at once into Rococo, and perhaj)s 
ended by emancipating himself, like the Japanese, from 
everything architectonic. 

Such an artist obviously could not be a space-composer 
in any signal sense; and indeed Correggio’s name in this 
connection is not to be mentioned in the same breath with 
Raphael’s. Correggio adds to all the extravagance and 
restlessness so incompatible with space-composition one of 
the worst tendencies of his time, that of packing the larg- 
est possible figures into a given space— witness his “St. 
John the Evangelist” at Panna, an inspired creation, 
with no room for the noble head ! 

On the other hand, he surpassed Raphael in landscape, 
as he was bound to do, with his command over most of 
the imaginative possibilities of light; for in the domain 
of light and shade he was perhaps the greatest Italian 
master. Some, with Leonardo as their chief, had used it to 
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define form; others, like Giorgione, had caught its glamour 
and reproduced its magic; but Correggio loved it for its 
own sake. And it rewarded his love, for it never failed to 
do his bidding; and, besides what it enabled him to do for 
the figure, it put him above all his contemporaries in the 
treatment of the out-of-doors. I'he Crespi “ Nativity ” 
and the Benson “ Parting show that he was not inferior 
to any in conveying the mystery, the hush, the crepuscular 
coolness of earliest dawning and latest twilight; nor was 
he excelled by any other in the understanding of conflict- 
ing lights — as we can see only too well in his Dresden 
“ Night ” ; and he surpasses them all in effects of broad 
daylight, such as we find in most of his mythological 
pieces, and in the Parma “ Madonna with St. Jerome,” 
rightly surnamed the “Day.” This is the only picture 
known to me which renders to perfection the sweeping 
distances, the simple sea of light evenly distributed yet 
alive with sul>tle glimmerings through the hazes, that con- 
stitute one of the most majestic of nature’s revelations, 
broad noontide in Italy. 

In the figure, also, Correggio’s command of light and 
shade, the exquisite coolness yet sunny transparency of 
his shadows, discovered new sources of beauty. He was 
not only among the very first — a mere question of pre- 
cedence with which art has no concern — but he remains 
among the very best who have attempted to paint the 
surface of the human skin. Masaccio’s terra-cotta faced 
people are greater than Correggio’s, for it is more vital to 
convey a tonic sense of inner substance than to give the 
most admirable rendering of the surface. But the skin too 
has its importance; and its pearliness, its sunny iridescence, 
as in the “Antiope,” are a source of vivid yet refined 
pleasiure. Without attention to all its aspects, no one could 
have attained to such a supreme achievement as the 
“ Danae,” where we watch a shiver of sensation passing 
over the nude like a breeze over still waters. Correggio’s 
mastery of light explains his colour. Light is the enemy of 
variegated and too positive colour, and, where it gets 

^ The first now in the Brera, Milan, and the second in the 
National Gallery, London. 
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control, it endeavours to dissolve tints into monochrome 
effects of tone. Hence the real masters of light have never 
been pretty and attractive, although for the same reason 
they have been great Colourists. Yet, while one would 
not hesitate in this rcs[)ect to rank Correggio above 
Raphael, one must put him below Titian. His surface is 
too glossy, too lustrous, and too oily to give the illusion of 
colour as a material. 

Aware of what were Correggio’s gifts and what his 
shortcomings, 1 kept studying his works to find the reason 
of his rare successes and his frequent failures. Supposing, 
at one time, that the latter were caused principally by his 
prodigality, I yet could not account for the small pleasure 
I took in his altar-pieces and other sacred subjects, where 
the relatively simple arrangements of monumental com- 
position left little room for extravagance. It occurred to 
me then that these subjects imposed too great a restraint 
upon his passion for movement : which indeed is true, 
although it does not explain all their failings; and I 
thought that perchance in mythological and kindred 
themes, wherein the Renaissance painter could emancipate 
himself from the galling fetters of tradition hostile to his 
art and rejoice in the freedom of a Greek, Correggio 
would prove triumphant. 'I’his also turned out to be not 
quite, although almost, satisfactory as an explanation; and 
I was driven finally to conclude that among these i)ieces it 
was only those few wherein the female nude was predom- 
inant, and where the nude was treated so as to bring to the 
surface the whole appeal of its femininity, that his exag- 
geration, his nervousnc.ss, his restlessness, disappeared 
entirely and left only his finer qualities singing, in most 
melodious unison, harmonies seldom sweeter to human 
sense. I then understood why his sacred subjects could 
not please, for he had no serious interest in the male 
figures, and as to the female figures, the charm of femin- 
inity, mixing with the expression imposed by the religious 
motive, resulted in that insincerity which closely antici- 
pates, if it be not already an embodiment of what in 
painting we call Jesuitism — and quite rightly, for the 
Jesuits always traded upon human weakness, and ended by 

l.I’.K. Q 



242 PLACE OF CORREGGIO 

marrying sensuality to Faith. I understood also why one 
constantly returned to the “ Danae,” the “ Leda,” the 
“ Antiope,” and the “ lo ” as Correggio’s only perfect 
works, and I realised that they were perfect because in 
them his genius created fully, without let or hindrance, 
while all his faculties were lifted to their highest function. 
And they are hymns to the charm of femininity the like of 
which have never been known before or since in Christian 
Europe. For the eighteenth century, with all its feeling for 
the same quality, either failed to bring forth the genius to 
express it in such resplendent beauty, or else cooped it up 
in types too pretty and too trivial. Correggio was fortun- 
ate, seeing that in his day form, which is the alphabet of 
art, still spelt out mighty things. 

And yet, if wc may not place Correggio alongside of 
Raphael and Michelangelo, Giorgione and Titian, it is 
not merely that on this or that count he is inferior to them 
for specific artistic reasons. The cause of his inferiority 
lies elsewhere, in the nature of all the highest values, 
whereby everything, whether in art or in life, must be 
tested. He is too sensuous, and therefore limited; and the 
highest human values are derived from the perfect har- 
mony of sense and intellect, such a harmony as since the 
most noble days of Greece has never again appeared in 
perfection, not even in Giorgione or Raphael. 


XXVII 

My tale is told. It has been too brief to need recapitula- 
tion, and I shall add but a word about Parmigianino, the 
last of the real Renaissance artists in North Italy. He had 
too overmastering a bent for elegance to rest contented 
with Correggio’s sensuous femininity. But this elegance he 
approached with such sincerity, with such ardour, that he 
attained to a genuine, if tiny, quality of his own, a refined 
grace, a fragile distinction, that please in fugitive moments. 

There remain no other painters of this period in North- 
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ern Italy who deserve even passing mention here, unless 
indeed it be the Gampi, dainty, elegant eclectics, who have 
left — to speak only of the best — one of the most elaborate 
schemes of decoration of the entire Renaissance, in a 
church near Soncino, and exquisite mythological frescoes 
in the now deserted summer palace at Sabbioneta. 



THE DECLINE OF ART 


In this volume it has been my intention to sketch a theory 
of the arts, particularly of the figure arts, and especially of 
those arts as manifested in painting. I chose Italian 
examples, not alone because I happen to have an intimate 
acquaintance with the art of Italy, but also because Italy 
is the only country where the figure arts have passed 
through all the phases from the imbecile to the sublime, 
from the sub-barbarian to the utmost heiglits of intellec- 
tual beauty, and back to a condition the essential bar- 
barism of which is but thinly disguised by the mere 
raiment, tarnish and tattered, of a greater age. I have 
already treated of what makes the visual, and, more defi- 
nitely, the figure arts : to test the theory, we must 
see whether it explains what it is that unmakes them. 

It will not be amiss to restate this theory once more; 
and in brief it is this. All the arts are compounded of 
ideated sensations, no matter through w^hat medium con- 
veyed, provided they arc communicated in such wise as to 
produce a direct effect of life-enhancement. The question 
then is what, in a given art, produces life-enhancement; 
and the answer for each art will be as different as its 
medium, and the kind of ideated sensations that constitute 
its material. In figure painting, the type of all painting, I 
have endeavoured to set forth that the principal if not sole 
sources of life-enhancement are TACTILE VALUES, 
MOVEMENT, and SPACE-COMPOSITION, by which 
I mean ideated sensations of contact, of texture, of weight, 
of support, of energy, and of union with one’s surround- 
ings. Let one of these sources fail, and by that much the 
art is diminished. Let several fail, and the art may at the 
best survive as an arabesque. If all be dried up, art will 
perish. There is, however, one source which, though not 
so vital to the figure arts, yet deserves more attention than 
I have given it. I mean COLOUR. The book on the 
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Venetian Painters, where colour is discussed, was written 
many years ago, before I had reached even my present 
groping conceptions of the meaning and value of things. 
Some day I may be able to repair this deficiency; but this 
is not the place for it, nor does the occasion impose it; 
for as colour is less essential in all that distinguishes a 
master painting from a Persian rug, it is also less important 
as a factor in the unmaking of art. 

In order to avoid using stereotyped phrases, I have fre- 
quently substituted the vague objective term “ Form ” for 
the subjective words “ Tactile Values.” Either refers to 
all the more static sources of life-enhancement, such as 
volume, bulk, inner substance, and texture. The various 
communications of energy — as effective, of course, in pre- 
sentations of repose as of action — are referred to under 
“ Movement.” 

It is clear that if the highest good in the art of painting 
is the perfect rendering of form, movement, and space, 
painting could not decline while it held to this good and 
never yielded ground. But we Europeans, much more than 
other races, are so constituted that we cannot stand still. 
The mountain top once reached, we halt but to take 
breath, and scarcely looking at the kingdoms of the earth 
spread at our feet, we rush on headlong, seldom knowing 
whither, until we find ourselves perchance in the marsh 
and quagmire at the bottom. We care more for the exer- 
cise of our functions than for the result, more therefore 
for action than for contemplation. And the exercise of 
our functions, among those of our race who are the most 
gifted, rarely if ever dallies with the already achieved, but 
is mad for newness. Then too we care vastly more for the 
assertion of our individuality than for perfection. In our 
secret heau'ts we instinctively prefer our own and the new 
to the good and the beautiful. We are thus perpetually 
changing : and our art cycles, compared to those of Egypt 
or China, are of short duration, not three centuries at the 
longest; and our genius is as frequently destructive as con- 
structive. 

Utilitarian prejudice misleads us concerning the true 
nature of genius, which word we almost invariably restrict 
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to those human forces which are highly beneficial. Defin- 
ing genius thus, we naturally fail to discover it in periods 
of decline, and we wonder vacuously how ages can pass 
without producing it. Now, while there may well be con- 
siderable differences in the human crop from generation 
to generation, and age to age, there seems to be no reason 
for assuming that these differences can be great enough 
to exclude genius — unless indeed there occurs some actual 
race decay such as manifested itself among the Mediter- 
ranean stocks in our fourth and fifth centuries. Even in 
those humiliating periods, when the shrivelled crone of an 
Ancient World, growing more and more benumbed, re- 
tained but the bare strength for keeping body and soul 
together, genius was not totally extinct, although narrowed 
down to the more menial tasks of soldiering, governing, 
persuading, and exhorting. But Italy, after Raphael and 
Michelangelo, Correggio, Titian, and Veronese, was by 
no means in such straits. I'he race remained not only 
vigorous but expansive, and was then only beginning to 
exert, through countless self-appointed emissaries, its fullest 
influence upon European culture. It was displaying abun- 
dant genius in other fields, even in the arts, if we consider 
music, and it would be singular if it produced none with 
the highest aptitudes for figure painting. 

If, however, we define genius as the capacity for pro- 
ductive reaction against one’s training, we shall not be 
obliged to deny it to whole professions in ages that are 
otherwise healthy and brilliant; we shall learn to regard 
it as given almost as much to destruction as to construc- 
tion; we shall explain its self-assertiveness, and understand 
the instinctive sympathy and imitation it inspires, even 
when it seems to be most baneful in its effects. 

Imagine Michelangelo, Raphael, and Correggio fol- 
lowed by artists who could have as effectively reacted 
against them as they did against their masters, Ghirlan- 
daio, Timoteo Viti, and Costa. When you bear in mind 
that each of them, before he died, introduced a peculiar 
mannerism — that Michelangelo lived long enough to be 
distinguished with difficulty from Marcello Venusti, and 
that perhaps a premature death alone saved Raphael from 
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sinking to a less brutal Giulio Romano — it is not hard to 
conceive that a genius with the Florentine’s fur\', bui 
succeeding him, might have whirled his hammer through 
the accepted moulds of form, and finished closer to Cour- 
bet and Manet than to their distant precursor Merigo 
Caravaggio; that another with the Umbrian’s sweetness 
and space might have become a more admirable Domeni- 
chino; and that a third with Correggio’s gift for the ren- 
dering of femininity might have combined the best ele- 
ments in Fragonard, Nattier, and Boucher. Each would 
remain a person of note, and historically interesting, but 
none, in spite of undeniable genius, would occupy a throne 
in the most sacred precincts of the Palace of Art. 

Thus the relatively diminished power of reaction dis- 
played by the most vigorous of the Mannerists and Eclec- 
tics, Realists and Tenebrists, who succeeded the classic 
masters, was due most probably not merely to a lack of 
energy, but to their energy being misdirected, scattered, 
and otherwise ill-spent. It is not unlikely that the sheer 
talent manifested by the Caracci and Guido Reni, by 
Domenichino and Caravaggio, would, while the figure 
arts were on the ascending curve, have given them the 
places of Signorelli and Perugino, Pintoricchio and Uc- 
cello. 

But decline in their day was inevitable. Art form is like 
a rolling platform, which immensely facilitates advance in 
its own direction, while practically prohibiting progress in 
any other course. During the archaic stage of art, as I 
have defined it earlier in this book, no artist of talent can 
stray far, for archaic art is manifestly inspired by the pur- 
pose of realising form and movement. The artist may fail 
to realise them completely; he will certainly fail to realise 
them in proper combination, for then he would be already 
classical. He may exaggerate any one tendency to the 
extreme of caricature, as indeed the less gifted of archaic 
artists are apt to do. But through his presentation of 
form, or of movement, or of both together he cannot fail 
of being in some measure life-enhancing ; for these essential 
elements of life-enhancement are the necessary preoccupa- 
tions of the archaic artist. 
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As a consequence of the successful striving for form and 
movement, shapes are produced, types created, attitudes 
fixed, and all raised to their highest power in designs 
which, in the exact degree of their excellence, draw atten- 
tion away from the means that went to make them and 
concentrate it admiringly upon the end achieved. The 
effect is then readily mistaken for the cause, and the types, 
shapes, attitudes, and arrangements, which have resulted 
from the conquest of form and movement, come to be 
regarded as the only possible moulds of beauty, and are 
canonised. 

Talent readily perceives the new goal, and its progress 
now is hastened not only by the instinctive craving for 
self-assertion no matter against what, and for change no 
matter from what, but also by the flattering breezes of 
popularity. For the populace is sensually emotional, and 
the archaic, with its dryness, has nothing to say to it; 
while in an art that has reached its culmination and be- 
come classic, as I have endeavoured to explain earlier in 
this book when defining prettiness, certain elements invari- 
ably come to the surface which, besides appealing to the 
heart of the crowd and glorifying its impulses, procure it 
one of its darling joys, the utmost emotion at the least 
outlay of rational feeling. 

But classic art, producing these things adventitiously and 
never aiming for tlicm, speaks too softly to the emotions, 
is too reticent in expression and too .severe in beauty to 
satisfy the masses. They therefore greet with applause 
every attempt which self-assertiveness and the mere in- 
stinct for change will inspire the younger artists to make. 
And this because every variation upon classic art leads 
necessarily through schematisation and attenuation to the 
obvious. Once the end is mistaken for the means, it will 
occur to the first clever youth that, by emancipating the 
oval of the face from the modelling which originally pro- 
duced it, he would be skimming off all that made it attrac- 
tive, and would present its attractiveness unalloyed. He 
thus gets prettincss of oval, and to make it more interest- 
ing, the artist of the new school will not long hesitate to 
emphasise and force the expression. Nor will he stop 
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there, but will proceed in like fashion with the action, and 
continue with the simple process of neglecting the source 
of its value. Movement, and accentuating the resulting 
silhouettes, till they too become accurate, fully represen- 
tative pictographs. Having got so far, he will then be 
borne one stage farther along the rolling platform of art- 
reaction, and will attempt to combine these pictographs, 
not of course in designs based on the requirements of 
form and movement, but in arrangements that will be most 
obviously pretty and eloquent. By that time, without 
realising whither his applauded progress — ^which is really 
no more than blind energy — ^was taking him, he will have 
got rid of form and movement; he will have thrown art 
out of the door, and, unlike nature, art will not come back 
through the window. 

In art, as in all matters of the spirit, ten years are the 
utmost rarely reached limits of a generation. The new 
generation follows hard on the heels of the old. Its 
instincts for change and self-assertion, far from being 
the same, are naturally opposed, and the newcomers, look- 
ing coolly at the achievements of tlieir immediate pre- 
cursors, end with a feeling of vague but extreme dissatis- 
faction. Just what is wrong they cannot tell, for their 
teachers, unlike those in archaic schools, have not directed 
their attention to form and movement; and their own 
increased facility and pleasure in mere representation and 
execution, instead of helping them, lead them astray. They 
feel the groping need of a return to the classics; but on 
the one hand they seldom have the energy to wrench 
tliemselves wholly free from the domination of the author- 
ities still in power, and on the other they have lost the key, 
forgotten the grammar, and do not know what it is in the 
classics to which they should return. One thinks it is the 
colour, or the chiaroscuro; another the shapes; another 
the attitudes; and yet another the invention or symmetrica] 
arrangement. Finally one, abler than the rest, must and 
does arise, who persuades himself and others that, by 
combining all these elements, great art will return. 

The Mannerists, Tibaldi, Zuccaro, Fontana, thus 
quickly give place to the Eclectics, the Garacci, Guido, and 
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Domenichino. Although counting many a painter of in- 
contestable talent, and some few who, in more favouring 
circumstances, might have attained to greatness, yet taken 
as a school, the latter are as worthless as the former, 
understanding as little as they that art will only return 
with form and movement and that, without them, it is 
mere pattern. No amount of rearrangement will infuse 
life. Vitality will reappear only when artists recognise 
that the types, shapes, attitudes, and arrangements pro- 
duced in the course of evolution are no more to be used 
again than spent cartridges, and that the only hope of 
resurrection lies in the disappearance of that facility which 
is in essence an enslaving habit of visualising convention- 
ally and of executing by rote. Then artists shall again 
attain tactile values and movement by observing the cor- 
poreal significance of objects and not their ready-made 
aspects, which were all that the Realists like Caravaggio 
cared about. This has not yet taken place in Italy, and 
consequently, although in the last three and a half cen- 
turies she has brought forth thousands of clever and even 
delightful painters, she has failed to produce a single great 
artist. 



INDEX 


Allichifri, Altichicro, 167-70; 171, 
172, i74i 204 

Andrea del Sario, 91-2; 86, 223 
Angelico, Fra, 62-4; 67, 84, 145, 
174, 220 

Antonello da Messina, 230 
Arelino, Pietro, 32 
Aretino, Spinello, 83 
Arnolfo, 2 1 1 

Baldovinetti, Alesso, 75-6; 80 
IJarna, 127 
Bariolo di Frcdi, 127 
Bartolommeo, Fra, 91; 158 
Bartolommeo della Gatta, 221 
Bassano, Jacopo, 44-6; 42, 212 
Bellini, the, 51, 217, 219 
Bellini, Gentile, 19, 20, 21 ; 10, 18, 

27, 143, 230, 232 
Bellini, Giovanni, 10; 18, 19, 23, 

27, 41, 45, 66, 1 8 1, 204, 208, 
209, 212, 2x8, 219 
Bellini, Jacopo, 143 
Benozzo Gozzoli, 82-3; 73, 143-5 
Benvenuto di Giovanni, 128 
Bianchi, 202 
Boccatis, 143, 145 
Boltraffio, 223, 225, 226 
Bonfigli, 145 

Bonifazio Veronese, 29, 43-4, 91, 
2 I 3 > 233, 234 
Bordone, Paris, 29, 233 
Borgognone, 219-20 
Bosch, 129 

Botticelli, 87-9; 51, 69, 74, 99, 107, 
140, 155, 183, 189, 192, 198; 
followers of, 90 
Boucher, 247 
Bouguereau, 107 
Bramantc, 221; 215, 218 
Bramantino, 221-2, 228 

251 


Brriit;hel, Pieter, tlie elder, 125 
Bronzino, 93; 91 
Bruncllesco, 185 
Brusasorci, Doineniet), 213-4 
Brusasorci, Felice, 214 
Buonarroti, see Miclielaiigelo 
Burne-Jones, 192 
Butinonc, 219 

Caliari, see Veronese 
Cam pi, the, 243 

Canale (Canaletto), Antonio, 48, 
168, 207 

Caracci, the, 107, 176, 247, 250 
Caravaggio, 166, 247, 250 
Caroto, Francesco, 210-11; 206, 
236 

Carpaccio, 18, 19, 20, 21-2, 24 
Caslagno, Andrea del, 67, 71-2; 

74> 127 
Catena, 25 
Cavazzola, 206, 207 
Cesarc da Sesto, 223, 226, 230 
Cdzanne, 151 
Chavannes, Puvis de, 107 
Cima da Conegliano, 10, 18, 19, 
45 

Cimabue, 57, 214 
Civerchio, 232 
Claude, 151 

Correggio, 236-42; 193, 195, 235, 
240, 247 

Cossa, 198-9; 201 
Costa, 201-2; 236, 246 
Courbet, 247 
Credi, Lorenzo di, 82 
Crivclli, Carlo, 10, 18 1, 196 

D’Avanzi, 167 
Defendente Ferrari, 231-2 
Degas, 85, 158, 186 



INDEX 


252 

Delft, Vermeer van, 21 
Dornenichino, 247, 250 
Domenico di Bartolo, 127 
Donatello, 26-7, 65, 94, 121, 127, 

133. 134. 135. 178. 184. 

185, 188, 191, 195, 196, 204, 
21 1, 219 

Dossi, Dosso, 235-6 
Duccio, 109-16, 1 1 7-21; 39, 122, 
124, 129, 14.9, 158, 165, 166, 167 
Durer, Albrecht, 207 

Fabriano, see Gentile 
Farinati, 214 
P'erramola, 232 
Ferrando, dc Llanos, 230 
Ferrando, Yanez, 230 
Ferrari, see Dclendcntc and Gau- 
dcrizio 

Philippine, see Lippi 
Filippo, P^ra, see Lippi 
Fiorenzo di l^orcnzo, 145-6 
Foppa, Vincenzo, 217-19; 215, 
220, 221, 224, 231, 232 
Fontana, 250 
PYagonard 247 
Francesco, di Giorgio, 128 
Francia, Francesco, 202-3, 220, 
236 

Garbo, RafTaelino del, 90 
Gaudenzio Ferrari, 221, 228, 230 
Gentile da Fabriano, 143; 83, 100, 
171 

Ghiberti, 109 

Ghirlandaio, Domenico, 83-4; 
I55» 246 

Gianpietrino, 223, 226, 230 
Giolfino, 210 

Giorgione, 24-5; 28, 29, 45 . 47 , 5 L 
105, 107, 157, 193, 210, 212, 
213. 232, 235, 237, 240, 242 
Giotto, 52-4, 57-60; 39, 51, 6 1, 62, 
63, 66, 70-1, 75, 78, 84, 94, 95, 
99, 115-16, 120, 121, 124, 125, 
i35» J39> *67, 168, 169, 186, 
197, 2II, 213, 214 


Giovanni da Milano, 215 
Girolamo da Cremona, 208 
Girolamo dai Libri, 206, 207 
Goya, 49 

Gozzoli, see Benozzo 
Guardi, 48 

Plals, Frans, 235 
Plokusai, 175, 196 
Hoogh, Peter de, 2 1 

India, Bernardino, 214 

Leonardo de Bisuccio, 215 
Leonardo da Vinci, 84-6, 222-6; 
20, 51, 69, 73, 82, 90, 94, 96, 
105, 157, 158, 161, 166, 193, 
197, 21 1, 221, 229, 230, 239 
Liberale, 205, 208-10 
Libcri, 47 

Limburgs, the, 174 

Lippi, Filippino, 66, 90 

Lippi, Filippo (Fra Lippo), 72-3; 

51,67, 74, 84, 87, 89, 178 
Longhi, 47-8 
Lorenzetti, the, 127 
Lorenzetti, Ambrogio, 124-6; 19, 
181 

Lorenzetti, Pietro, 124-6 
Lorenzo da Viterbo, 144 
Lotto, Lorenzo, 29, 31-2; 40, 91, 
236 

Luini, Bernardino, 221, 223, 224, 
228, 229, 230 

Manet, 247 

Mantegna, Andrea, 179-84, 190-4, 
27, 175, 176, 188, 189, 195, 196, 
204, 205, 208, 209, 210, 21 1, 
213, 214, 217, 218, 219, 222, 
236, 237 

Martini, see Simone 
Masaccio, 64-6; 51, 62, 67, 69, 71, 
73 . 74 . 75*6, 83, 84, 94, 95; 
96, 97. 127, 132, 133, 134, 135, 
^39. 174. 185, 197, 240 
Masolino, 66 



INDEX 


‘Master of the Lyversbcrg Passion/ 

8i 

Matteo di Giovanni, 128 
Melozzoda Forli, 138-9; 135, 139, 
142, 221, 222 

Michelangelo Buonarroti, 94-9; 
20, 30, 35, 36, 51, 66, 69, 71. 76, 
90, 91, 92, 105, 140, 155, 157, 
158, 166, 1 71, 176, 187, 197, 
213, 214, 219, 223, 229, 236, 
237, 242, 246 
Millet, 200 
Monaco, Lorenzo, 73 
Monet, 70, 151 
Montagna, 41 

Moretto da Brescia, 41, 232, 233-5 
Morone, Pomenico, 205-6 
Morone, Francesco, 206, 207 
Moroni, 234-5 

Nardo, 62 
Nattier, 247 
Nelli, Oltaviano, 142 
Neroccio di Landi, 128 
Niccolo da Foligno, 144 

Oggiono, Marco da, 223, 229 
Orcagna, Andrea, 51, 62, 167, 168 

Padovanino, 47 

Palma Vccchio, 29, 43, 91, 236 
Palma, the younger, 46 
Paolino, Fra, 128 
Parmigianino, 222, 237, 242 
Penni, Giovan Franceschi, 166 
Perugino, 153-7; 100, 128, 146, 
148, 151, 152, 158, 163, 166, 
203, 206, 209, 220, 229, 247 
Pheidias, 187 
Pierino del Vaga, 166 
Piero della Francesca, 135-8; 139, 
142, 145, 151, 166, 198, 199, 
218, 221 

Pietro della Vccchia, 47 
Pintoricchio, 146-8; 128, 155, 158, 
247 


253 

Piombo, Sebastiano del, 35, 158 
Pisanello, Vittore, 26-7, 170-5; 

143, 176, 178, 204, 215, 217 
Pisano, Giovanni, 120, 121, 124, 
184 

Pisano, Niccolo, 120, 183, 186, 21 1 
Pollaiuolo, Antonio, 51, 75-6, 
78-9, 80, 81, 84, 89, 94, 139, 
145, 158, 183, 187, 192, 198 
Pontormo, 91, 92-3 
Pordenone, Giovanni Antonio, 41 
Poussin, 1 51 

Predis, Ainbrogio da, 223, 225, 
226 

Raphael, 157-66; 100, 102, 103, 
105, 114, 1 15, 121, 129, 145, 
148, 149, 151, 152, 153, 182, 
195, 203, 206, 210, 229, 236, 
237, 238, 239, 241, 246, 247 
Rembrandt, 85, 166, 235 
Rcni, Guido, 107, 141, 144, 247, 
250 

Reynolds, Sir Joshua, 50 
Rizzo, 208, 209 
Roberti, Ercole, 1 99-201 
Romanino, 41, 232, 233 
Romano, Guilio, 166, 210, 247 
Rosclli, Cosirno, 155 
Rosso, 222 
Rubens, 50, 176, 230 

Sarto, see Andrea 
Sassetta, 127 

Schiavonc, Gregorio, 219 
Sebastiano, see Piombo 
Signorelli, Luca, 139-42; 100, 128, 

135. 138, 145. h 6, 155. 166, 

183, 221, 247 

Simone Martini, 121-4; 100, 127, 
128, 166, 168 

Sodoma, 128, 223, 226, 228, 229, 
230 

Solario, Andrea, 223, 228, 230 
Squarcione, 179, 195, 214 

Taddeo di Bartolo, 127 



INDEX 


254 

I'cniers, 4;'j, 83 
Tibaldi, 250 
Tiepolo, 49 i 213 
Tintoretto, 35-9, 40-2; 32, 34, 45, 
46,51,91,212 
Tintoretto, Donienico, 46 
Titian, 29-30, 32-4, 40; 36, 42, 45, 
47 » 5 i» 703 92, ir) 7 » 1 58, 210, 
21 X, 212, 213, 232, 233, 235, 
237, 241, 242, 246 
Torbido, 210 
Traini, Francesco, 126 
Tura, Cosimo, 195-8, 199, 201, 
203, 204, 217, 218 
Turner, J. M. VV., 151-2 

Uccello, Paolo, 67-8, 70-1 ; 69, 
74> 127, 135, 174, 178, 185, 

247 

Van der Weyden, Rogicr, 81 
Van Eycks, the, 174, 175, 176, 186 


Vasari, 72 
VVccl delta, 128 

Velazquez, 46; 84, 93, 135, 137, 
166, 235 

Veneziano, Domenico, 72; 67, 74, 

135. 145 

Venusli, Marcello, 246 
Veronese, Paolo, 42-3; 46, 49, 157, 
158, 170, 204, 206, 2(M), 210, 
214, 234, 237, 246 
Verrochio, 51, 75-6, 78, 80, 81, 83, 
84,94,213 

Vinci, see Leonardo da Vinci 
Viti, Timotco, 158, 202, 203, 246 
Vivarini, the, 10, 51 
Vivarini, Alvise, 19, 230 

Whistler, J. A. McNeill, 220 

Zclotti, Battista, 214 
Zcnalc, 219, 221 
Zuccaro, Taddeo, 250 



Art, Architecture, Archaeology 


The Renaissance 

WALTER PATER 

Introduction and Notes by Kenneth Clark 
‘a splendid edition of Pater’s most famous work, illustrated 
with great skill and subtlety and introduced by an exemplary 
essay from Sir Kenneth Clark.’ 

Observer 

The Ttalfan Painters of tlie Renaissance 

BERNHARD BERENSON 

Berenson’s writings have profoundly influenced our 
approach not only to Italian painting and sculpture, but 
to art criticism and aesthetics in general. 

Renaissance and Baroque 

HEINRICH WOLFFLTN 
Introduction by Peter Murray 

The first English translation of a pioneer work of wide 
influence and continuing relevance. 

The Gothic Image 

EMILE MALE 

This great book ... is an indispensable guide for the 
student of Western Culture.’ 

Jacques Maritain 

The World of Archaeology 

C. W. CERAM 

A vivid and varied anthology of archaeological discovery 
drawn mainly from the works of the discoverers themselves. 

The Testimony of the Spade 

GEOFFREY BIBBY 

‘The author has covered a very large field and he has done 
so with most remarkable skill . . . easy to read and hard 
to put down.’ 

The Times Literary Supplement 



5rT5r 

Lai Bahadur Shastri National Academy of Administration Library 

MUSSOORIE 
ST^Tf'cT ?fo 

Acc. No 

f 'T^TT ^ feriq: m 1^% qm 

qrri I 

Please return this book on or before the date last stamped 
below. 







759.45 

Ber 


ff. 


ACC. No 

^ ?f. 

Class No Book No 

Author... Eiern]aaxd#...Becejaaon 

t:,u Italian Painters of 

ntor "■ 

LIBRARY 

LAL BAHADUR SHASTRI 

National Academy of Administration 

MUSSOORIE 


Accession No. 


1. Books are issued for 15 days only but 
may have to be recalled earlier If urgen* 
tly required. 

2. An over-due charge of 25 Raise per day per 
volume will be charged. 

3. Books may be renewed on request, at the 
discretion of the Librarian. 

4. Periodicals, Rare and Reference books may 
not be issued and may be consulted only 
in the Library. 

5. Books lost, defaced or injured in any way 
shall have to be replaced or its double 
price shall be paid by the borrower. 

Help to keep this book fresh, clean & movmg 



